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NOTE  ON  VOLUMES  IV  AND  V 


These  volumes  contain  a  selection  of  Browning’s  later 
poems.  Four  of  the  longer  poems  have  been  omitted,  viz. 
Red-cotton  Night-cap  Country,  1873;  The  Inn  Album,  1875; 
The  Agamemnon  of  Aeschylus,  1877 ;  The  Two  Ports  of  Croisic, 
1878.  The  collections  of  shorter  poems  and  lyrics  are  all 
represented,  and  four  poems  not  included  in  previous  editions 
of  the  Everyman  Browning  have  been  added  in  an  Appendix 
in  Volume  V. 
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FIFINE  AT  THE  FAIR 

1872 


Done  Elvire 

Vous  plalt-il,  don  Juan,  nous  eclaircir  ces  beaux  mysteres? 

Don  Juan 

Madame,  k  vous  dire  la  verite  .  . 

Done  Elvtre 

Ah!  que  vous  savez  mal  vous  defendre  pour  un  homme  de  cour,  et 
qui  doit  etre  accoutume  4  ces  sortes  de  choses!  J’ai  pitie  de  vous 
voir  la  confusion  que  vous  avez.  Que  ne  vous  armez-vous  le  front 
d’une  noble  eftronterie?  Que  ne  me  jurez-vous  que  vous  etes  toujours 
dans  les  memes  sentimens  pour  moi,  que  vous  m’aimez  toujours  avec 
une  ardeur  sans  egale,  et  que  rien  n’est  capable  de  vous  detacher  de 
moi  que  la  mort  ? 

Moli£re,  Don  Juan,  acte  i.  sc.  3. 
Donna  Elvira 

Don  Juan,  might  you  please  to  help  one  give  a  guess, 

Hold  up  a  candle,  clear  this  fine  mysteriousness? 

Don  Juan 

Madam,  if  needs  I  must  declare  the  truth, — in  short  .  .  , 

Donna  Elvira 

Fie,  for  a  man  of  mode,  accustomed  at  the  court 

To  such  a  style  of  thing,  how  awkwardly  my  lord 

Attempts  defence!  You  move  compassion,  that ’s  the  word — 

Dumb-foundered  and  chap-fallen!  Why  don’t  you  arm  your  brow 

With  noble  impudence?  Why  don’t  you  swear  and  vow 

No  sort  of  change  is  come  to  any  sentiment 

You  ever  had  for  me?  Affection  holds  the  bent, 

You  love  me  now  as  erst,  with  passion  that  makes  pale 
All  ardour  else:  nor  aught  in  nature  can  avail 
To  separate  us  two,  save  what,  in  stopping  breath, 

May  perad venture  stop  devotion  likewise — death! 
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PROLOGUE 

AMPHIBIAN 

I 

The  fancy  I  had  to-day, 

Fancy  which  turned  a  fear ! 

I  swam  far  out  in  the  bay, 

Since  waves  laughed  warm  and  clear. 


ii 

I  lay  and  looked  at  the  sun, 

The  noon-sun  looked  at  me: 
Between  us  two,  no  one 
Live  creature,  that  I  could  see. 

iii 

Yes!  There  came  floating  by 
Me,  who  lay  floating  too. 

Such  a  strange  butterfly ! 

Creature  as  dear  as  new : 

IV 

Because  the  membraned  wings 
So  wonderful,  so  wide, 

So  sun-suffused,  were  things 
Like  soul  and  nought  beside. 

v 

A  handbreadth  over  head ! 

All  of  the  sea  my  own, 

It  owned  the  sky  instead; 

Both  of  us  were  alone. 

VI 

I  never  shall  join  its  flight, 

For,  nought  buoys  flesh  in  air. 

If  it  touch  the  sea — good  night ! 
Death  sure  and  swift  waits  there. 
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VII 

Can  the  insect  feel  the  better 
For  watching  the  uncouth  play 
Of  limbs  that  slip  the  fetter, 

Pretend  as  they  were  not  clay? 

VIII 

Undoubtedly  I  rejoice 
That  the  air  comports  so  well 
With  a  creature  which  had  the  choice 
Of  the  land  once.  Who  can  tell  ? 

IX 

What  if  a  certain  soul 
Which  early  slipped  its  sheath, 

And  has  for  its  home  the  whole 
Of  heaven,  thus  look  beneath, 

x 

Thus  watch  one  who,  in  the  world, 
Both  lives  and  likes  life’s  way, 

Nor  wishes  the  wings  unfurled 
That  sleep  in  the  worm,  they  say  ? 

xi 

But  sometimes  when  the  weather 
Is  blue,  and  warm  waves  tempt 
To  free  oneself  of  tether, 

And  try  a  life  exempt 

XII 

From  worldly  noise  and  dust, 

In  the  sphere  which  overbrims 
With  passion  and  thought, — why,  just 
Unable  to  fly,  one  swims ! 

XIII 

By  passion  and  thought  upborne, 

One  smiles  to  oneself — ‘  They  fare 
Scarce  better,  they  need  not  scorn 
Our  sea,  who  live  in  the  air !  ’ 
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XIV 

Emancipate  through  passion 
And  thought,  with  sea  for  sky, 

We  substitute,  in  a  fashion, 

For  heaven — poetry: 

xv 

Which  sea,  to  all  intent, 

Gives  flesh  such  noon-disport 

As  a  finer  element 
Affords  the  spirit  sort. 

XVI 

Whatever  they  are,  we  seem : 
Imagine  the  thing  they  know ; 

All  deeds  they  do,  we  dream; 

Can  heaven  be  else  but  so  ? 

XVII 

And  meantime,  yonder  streak 
Meets  the  horizon’s  verge; 

That  is  the  land,  to  seek 

If  we  tire  or  dread  the  surge: 

XVIII 

Land  the  solid  and  safe — 

To  welcome  again  (confess !) 

When,  high  and  dry,  we  chafe 
The  body,  and  don  the  dress. 

XIX 

Does  she  look,  pity,  wonder 
At  one  who  mimics  flight, 

Swims— heaven  above,  sea  under, 
Yet  always  earth  in  sight? 
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l 

0  trip  and  skip,  Elvire !  Link  arm  in  arm  with  me ! 

Like  husband  and  like  wife,  together  let  us  see 

The  tumbling-troop  arrayed,  the  strollers  on  their  stage, 

Drawn  up  and  under  arms,  and  ready  to  engage. 

ii 

Now,  who  supposed  the  night  would  play  us  such  a  prank? 
— That  what  was  raw  and  brown,  rough  pole  and  shaven 
plank  ? 

Mere  bit  of  hoarding,  half  by  trestle  propped,  half  tub, 
Would  flaunt  it  forth  as  brisk  as  butterfly  from  grub? 

This  comes  of  sun  and  air,  of  Autumn  afternoon, 

And  Pomic  and  Saint  Gille,  whose  feast  affords  the  boon — 
This  scaffold  turned  parterre,  this  flower-bed  in  full  blow, 
Bateleurs,  baladines!  We  shall  not  miss  the  show! 

They  pace  and  promenade;  they  presently  will  dance: 

What  good  were  else  i’  the  drum  and  fife?  0  pleasant  land 
of  France! 


iii 

Who  saw  them  make  their  entry  ?  At  wink  of  eve,  be  sure ! 
They  love  to  steal  a  march,  nor  lightly  risk  the  lure. 

They  keep  their  treasure  hid,  nor  stale  (improvident) 

Before  the  time  is  ripe,  each  wonder  of  their  tent — 

Yon  six-legged  sheep,  to  wit,  and  he  who  beats  a  gong, 

Lifts  cap  and  waves  salute,  exhilarates  the  throng — 

Their  ape  of  many  years  and  much  adventure,  grim 
And  grey  with  pitying  fools  who  find  a  joke  in  him. 

Or,  best,  the  human  beauty,  Mimi,  Toinette,  Fifine, 

Tricot  fines  down  if  fat,  padding  plumps  up  if  lean, 

Ere,  shedding  petticoat,  modesty,  and  such  toys, 

They  bounce  forth,  squalid  girls  transformed  to  gamesome 
boys. 

IV 

No,  no,  thrice,  Pomic,  no!  Perpend  the  authentic  tale! 

’T  was  not  for  every  Gawain  to  gaze  upon  the  Grail ! 

But  whoso  went  his  rounds,  when  flew  bat,  flitted  midge, 
Might  hear  across  the  dusk, — where  both  roads  join  the  bridge, 
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Hard  by  the  little  port, — creak  a  slow  caravan, 

A  chimneyed  house  on  wheels ;  so  shyly-sheathed,  began 
To  broaden  out  the  bud  which,  bursting  unaware, 

Now  takes  away  our  breath,  queen-tulip  of  the  Fair! 

v 

Yet  morning  promised  much:  for,  pitched  and  slung  and 
reared 

On  terrace  ’neath  the  tower,  ’twixt  tree  and  tree  appeared 
An  airy  structure ;  how  the  pennon  from  its  dome, 

Frenetic  to  be  free,  makes  one  red  stretch  for  home! 

The  home  far  and  away,  the  distance  where  lives  joy, 

The  cure,  at  once  and  ever,  of  world  and  world’s  annoy; 
Since,  what  lolls  full  in  front,  a  furlong  from  the  booth, 

But  ocean-idleness,  sky-blue  and  millpond-smooth  ? 

VI 

Frenetic  to  be  free!  And,  do  you  know,  there  beats 
Something  within  my  breast,  as  sensitive? — repeats 
The  fever  of  the  flag?  My  heart  makes  just  the  same 
Passionate  stretch,  fires  up  for  lawlessness,  lays  claim 
To  share  the  life  they  lead:  losels,  who  have  and  use 
The  hour  what  way  they  will, — applaud  them  or  abuse 
Society,  whereof  myself  am  at  the  beck, 

Whose  call  obey,  and  stoop  to  burden  stiffest  neck! 

VII 

Why  is  it  that  whene’er  a  faithful  few  combine 
To  cast  allegiance  off,  play  truant,  nor  repine, 

Agree  to  bear  the  worst,  forgo  the  best  in  store 
For  us  who,  left  behind,  do  duty  as  of  yore, — 

Why  is  it  that,  disgraced,  they  seem  to  relish  life  the  more  ? 
— Seem  as  they  said  ‘We  know  a  secret  passing  praise 
Or  blame  of  such  as  you !  Remain!  we  go  our  ways 
With  something  you  o’erlooked,  forgot  or  chose  to  sweep 
Clean  out  of  door:  our  pearl  picked  from  your  rubbish-heap. 
You  care  not  for  your  loss,  we  calculate  our  gain. 

All ’s  right.  Are  you  content?  Why,  so  let  things  remain ! 
To  the  wood  then,  to  the  wild:  free  life,  full  liberty!’ 

And  when  they  rendezvous  beneath  the  inclement  sky, 
House  by  the  hedge,  reduced  to  brute-companionship, 

— Misguided  ones  who  gave  society  the  slip, 
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And  find  too  late  how  boon  a  parent  they  despised, 

What  ministration  spurned,  how  sweet  and  civilized — 

Then,  left  alone  at  last  with  self-sought  wretchedness, 

No  interloper  else! — why  is  it,  can  we  guess? — 

At  somebody’s  expense,  goes  up  so  frank  a  laugh? 

As  though  they  held  the  corn,  and  left  us  only  chaff 
From  garners  crammed  and  closed.  And  we  indeed  are  clever 
If  we  get  grain  as  good,  by  thrashing  straw  for  ever ! 

VIII 

Still,  truants  as  they  are  and  purpose  yet  to  be, 

That  nowise  needs  forbid  they  venture — as  you  see — 

To  cross  confine,  approach  the  once  familiar  roof 
O’  the  kindly  race  their  flight  estranged :  stand  half  aloof, 
Sidle  half  up,  press  near,  and  proffer  wares  for  sale 
— In  their  phrase — make,  in  ours,  white  levy  of  blackmail. 
They,  of  the  wild,  require  some  touch  of  us  the  tame, 

Since  clothing,  meat  and  drink,  mean  money  all  the  same. 

IX 

If  hunger,  proverbs  say,  allures  the  wolf  from  wood, 

Much  more  the  bird  must  dare  a  dash  at  something  good: 
Must  snatch  up,  bear  away  in  beak,  the  trifle-treasure 
To  wood  and  wild,  and  then — 0  how  enjoy  at  leisure! 

Was  never  tree-built  nest,  you  climbed  and  took,  of  bird 
(Rare  city-visitant,  talked  of,  scarce  seen  or  heard), 

But,  when  you  would  dissect  the  structure,  piece  by  piece, 
You  found,  enwreathed  amid  the  country-product — fleece 
And  feather,  thistle-fluffs  and  bearded  windlestraws— 

Some  shred  of  foreign  silk,  unravelling  of  gauze, 

Bit,  may  be,  of  brocade,  mid  fur  and  blow-bell-down: 

Filched  plainly  from  mankind,  dear  tribute  paid  by  town, 
Which  proved  how  oft  the  bird  had  plucked  up  heart  of  grace, 
Swooped  down  at  waif  and  stray,  made  furtively  our  place 
Pay  tax  and  toll,  then  borne  the  booty  to  enrich 
Her  paradise  i’  the  waste;  the  how  and  why  of  which, 

That  is  the  secret,  there  the  mystery  that  stings ! 

x 

For,  what  they  traffic  in,  consists  of  just  the  things 
We, —proud  ones  who  so  scorn  dwellers  without  the  pale, 
Bateleurs,  baladines,  white  leviers  of  blackmail, — 
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I  say,  they  sell  what  we  most  pique  us  that  we  keep ! 

How  comes  it,  all  we  hold  so  dear  they  count  so  cheap  ? 

XI 

What  price  should  you  impose,  for  instance,  on  repute, 
Good  fame,  your  own  good  fame  and  family’s  to  boot? 

Stay  start  of  quick  moustache,  arrest  the  angry  rise 
Of  eyebrow!  All  I  asked  is  answered  by  surprise. 

Now  tell  me:  are  you  worth  the  cost  of  a  cigar? 

Go  boldly,  enter  booth,  disburse  the  coin  at  bar 
Of  doorway  where  presides  the  master  of  the  troop, 

And  forthwith  you  survey  his  Graces  in  a  group, 

Live  Picture,  picturesque  no  doubt  and  close  to  life: 

His  sisters,  right  and  left;  the  Grace  in  front,  his  wife. 

Next,  who  is  this  performs  the  feat  of  the  Trapeze? 

Lo,  she  is  launched,  look — fie,  the  fairy ! — how  she  flees 
O’er  all  those  heads  thrust  back, — mouths,  eyes,  one  gape 
and  stare, — 

No  scrap  of  skirt  impedes  free  passage  through  the  air, 

Till,  plumb  on  the  other  side,  she  lights  and  laughs  again, 
That  fairy-form,  whereof  each  muscle,  nay,  each  vein 
The  curious  may  inspect, — his  daughter  that  he  sells 
Each  rustic  for  five  sous.  Desiderate  aught  else 
O’  the  vendor?  As  you  leave  his  show,  why,  joke  the  man! 
‘You  cheat:  your  six-legged  sheep,  I  recollect,  began 
Both  life  and  trade,  last  year,  trimmed  properly  and  dipt. 

As  the  Twin-headed  Babe,  and  Human  Nondescript!’ 

What  does  he  care?  You  paid  his  price,  may  pass  your  jest. 
So  values  he  repute,  good  fame,  and  all  the  rest ! 

XII 

But  try  another  tack;  say:  ‘I  indulge  caprice, 

Who  am  Don  and  Duke,  and  Knight,  beside,  o’  the  Golden 
Fleece, 

And,  never  mind  how  rich.  Abandon  this  career! 

Have  hearth  and  home,  nor  let  your  womankind  appear 
Without  as  multiplied  a  coating  as  protects 
An  onion  from  the  eye !  Become,  in  all  respects, 

God-fearing  householder,  subsistent  by  brain-skill, 
Hand-labour;  win  your  bread  whatever  way  you  will, 

So  it  be  honestly, — and,  while  I  have  a  purse, 
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Means  shall  not  lack !  ’ — His  thanks  will  be  the  roundest  curse 
That  ever  rolled  from  lip. 


XIII 

Now,  what  is  it  ? — returns 
The  question — heartens  so  this  losel  that  he  spurns 
All  we  so  prize?  I  want,  put  down  in  black  and  white, 
What  compensating  joy,  unknown  and  infinite, 

Turns  lawlessness  to  law,  makes  destitution — wealth, 

Vice — virtue,  and  disease  of  soul  and  body — health? 

XIV 

Ah,  the  slow  shake  of  head,  the  melancholy  smile, 

The  sigh  almost  a  sob!  What ’s  wrong,  was  right  erewhile? 
Why  are  we  two  at  once  such  ocean-width  apart  ? 

Pale  fingers  press  my  arm,  and  sad  eyes  probe  my  heart. 
Why  is  the  wrife  in  trouble  ? 


xv 

This  way,  this  way,  Fifine! 

Here ’s  she,  shall  make  my  thoughts  be  surer  what  they  mean ! 
First  let  me  read  the  signs,  portray  you  past  mistake 
The  gipsy’s  foreign  self,  no  swarth  our  sun  could  bake. 

Yet  where ’s  a  woolly  trace  degrades  the  wiry  hair? 

And  note  the  Greek-nymph  nose,  and — oh,  my  Hebrew  pair 
Of  eye  and  eye — o’erarched  by  velvet  of  the  mole — 

That  swim  as  in  a  sea,  that  dip  and  rise  and  roll, 

Spilling  the  light  around !  While  either  ear  is  cut 
Thin  as  a  dusk-leaved  rose  carved  from  a  coco-nut. 

And  then,  her  neck!  now,  grant  you  had  the  power  to  deck, 
Just  as  your  fancy  pleased,  the  bistre-length  of  neck, 

Could  lay,  to  shine  against  its  shade,  a  moonlike  row 
Of  pearls,  each  round  and  white  as  bubble  Cupids  blow 
Big  out  of  mother’s  milk, — what  pearl-moon  would  surpass 
That  string  of  mock-turquoise,  those  almandines  of  glass, 
Where  girlhood  terminates  ?  for  with  breasts’-birth  commence 
The  boy,  and  page-costume,  till  pink  and  impudence 
End  admirably  all:  complete  the  creature  trips 
Our  way  now,  brings  sunshine  upon  her  spangled  hips, 

As  here  she  fronts  us  full,  with  pose  half-frank,  half-fierce! 

B  966 
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XVI 

Words  urged  in  vain,  Elvire!  You  waste  your  quarte  and 
tierce, 

Lunge  at  a  phantom  here,  try  fence  in  fairy-land. 

For  me,  I  own  defeat,  ask  but  to  understand 
The  acknowledged  victory  of  whom  I  call  my  queen, 

Sexless  and  bloodless  sprite:  though  mischievous  and  mean, 
Yet  free  and  flower-like  too,  with  loveliness  for  law, 

And  self-sustainment  made  morality. 

XVII 

A  flaw 

Do  you  account  i’  the  lily,  of  lands  which  travellers  know, 
That,  just  as  golden  gloom  supersedes  Northern  snow 
F  the  chalice,  so,  about  each  pistil,  spice  is  packed, — 
Deliriously-drugged  scent,  in  lieu  of  odour  lacked, 

With  us,  by  bee  and  moth,  their  banquet  to  enhance 
At  morn  and  eve,  when  dew,  the  chilly  sustenance, 

Needs  mixture  of  some  chaste  and  temperate  perfume? 

I  ask,  is  she  in  fault  who  guards  such  golden  gloom, 

Such  dear  and  damning  scent,  by  who  cares  what  devices, 
And  takes  the  idle  life  of  insects  she  entices 
When,  drowned  to  heart’s  desire,  they  satiate  the  inside 
0’  the  lily,  mark  her  wealth  and  manifest  her  pride  ? 

XVIII 

But,  wiser,  we  keep  off,  nor  tempt  the  acrid  juice; 

Discreet  we  peer  and  praise,  put  rich  things  to  right  use. 

No  flavourous  venomed  bell, — the  rose  it  is,  I  wot, 

Only  the  rose,  we  pluck  and  place,  unwronged  a  jot, 

No  worse  for  homage  done  by  every  devotee, 

I’  the  proper  loyal  throne,  on  breast  where  rose  should  be. 

Or  if  the  simpler  sweets  we  have  to  choose  among, 

Would  taste  between  our  teeth,  and  give  its  toy  the  tongue,— 
O  gorgeous  poison-plague,  on  thee  no  hearts  are  set! 

We  gather  daisy  meek,  or  maiden  violet: 

I  think  it  is  Elvire  we  love,  and  not  Fifine. 

xix 

‘How  does  she  make  my  thoughts  be  sure  of  what  they 
mean?’ 
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Judge  and  be  just!  Suppose,  an  age  and  time  long  past 
Renew  for  our  behoof  one  pageant  more,  the  last 
O’  the  kind,  sick  Louis  liked  to  see  defile  between 
Him  and  the  yawning  grave,  its  passage  served  to  screen. 
With  eye  as  grey  as  lead,  with  cheek  as  brown  as  bronze, 
Here  where  we  stand,  shall  sit  and  suffer  Louis  Onze: 

The  while  from  yonder  tent  parade  forth,  not — oh,  no — 
Bateleurs,  baladines !  but  range  themselves  a-row 
Those  well-sung  women-worthies  whereof  loud  fame  still  finds 
Some  echo  linger  faint,  less  in  our  hearts  than  minds. 

xx 

See,  Helen!  pushed  in  front  o’  the  world’s  worst  night  and 
storm, 

By  Lady  Venus’  hand  on  shoulder:  the  sweet  form 
Shrinkingly  prominent,  though  mighty,  like  a  moon 
Outbreaking  from  a  cloud,  to  put  harsh  things  in  tune, 

And  magically  bring  mankind  to  acquiesce 
In  its  own  ravage, — call  no  curse  upon,  but  bless 
(Beldame,  a  moment  since)  the  outbreaking  beauty,  now, 
That  casts  o’er  all  the  blood  a  candour  from  her  brow. 

See,  Cleopatra!  bared,  the  entire  and  sinuous  wealth 
O’  the  shining  shape ;  each  orb  of  indolent  ripe  health. 
Captured,  just  where  it  finds  a  fellow-orb  as  fine 
I’  the  body:  traced  about  by  jewels  which  outline, 
Fire-frame,  and  keep  distinct,  perfections — lest  they  melt 
To  soft  smooth  unity  ere  half  their  hold  be  felt: 

Yet,  o’er  that  white  and  wonder,  a  soul’s  predominance 
I’  the  head  so  high  and  haught — except  one  thievish  glance, 
From  back  of  oblong  eye,  intent  to  count  the  slain. 

Hush, — 0  I  know,  Elvire!  Be  patient,  more  remain! 

What  say  you  to  Saint  .  .  .  Pish!  Whatever  Saint  you 
please, 

Cold-pinnacled  aloft  o’  the  spire,  prays  calm  the  seas 
From  Pornic  Church,  and  oft  at  midnight  (peasants  say) 

Goes  walking  out  to  save  from  shipwreck:  well  she  may! 

For  think  how  many  a  year  has  she  been  conversant 
With  nought  but  winds  and  rains,  sharp  courtesy  and  scant 
O’  the  wintry  snow  that  coats  the  pent-house  of  her  shrine, 
Covers  each  knee,  climbs  near,  but  spares  the  smile  benign 
Which  seems  to  say  ‘I  looked  for  scarce  so  much  from  earth !’ 
She  follows,  one  long  thin  pure  finger  in  the  girth 
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O’  the  girdle — whence  the  folds  of  garment,  eye  and  eye, 
Besprent  with  fleurs-de-lys,  flow  down  and  multiply 
Around  her  feet, — and  one,  pressed  hushingly  to  lip: 

As  if,  while  thus  we  made  her  march,  some  foundering  ship 
Might  miss  her  from  her  post,  nearer  to  God  half-way 
In  heaven,  and  she  inquired  ‘  Who  that  treads  earth  can  pray  ? 
I  doubt  if  even  she,  the  unashamed !  though,  sure, 

She  must  have  stripped  herself  only  to  clothe  the  poor.’ 

XXI 

This  time,  enough ’s  a  feast,  not  one  more  form,  Elvire ! 
Provided  you  allow  that,  bringing  up  the  rear 
O’  the  bevy  I  am  loth  to — by  one  bird — curtail, 

First  note  may  lead  to  last,  an  octave  crown  the  scale, 

And  this  feminity  be  followed — do  not  flout ! — 

By — who  concludes  the  masque  with  curtsy,  smile  and  pout, 

Submissive-mutinous?  No  other  than  Fifine 

Points  toe,  imposes  haunch,  and  pleads  with  tambourine ! 

XXII 

‘Well,  what’s  the  meaning  here,  what  does  the  masque 
intend, 

Which,  unabridged,  we  saw  file  past  us,  with  no  end 
Of  fair  ones,  till  Fifine  came,  closed  the  catalogue  ?  ’ 

XXIII 

Task  fancy  yet  again !  Suppose  you  cast  this  clog 
Of  flesh  away  (that  weeps,  upbraids,  withstands  my  arm) 
And  pass  to  join  your  peers,  paragon  charm  with  charm, 

As  I  shall  show  you  may, — prove  best  of  beauty  there ! 
Yourself  confront  yourself!  This,  help  me  to  declare 
That  yonder-you,  who  stand  beside  these,  braving  each 
And  blinking  none,  beat  her  who  lured  to  Troy-town  beach 
The  purple  prows  of  Greece, — nay,  beat  Fifine;  whose  face, 
Mark  how  I  will  inflame,  wThen  seigneur-like  I  place 
I’  the  tambourine,  to  spot  the  strained  and  piteous  blank 
Of  pleading  parchment,  see,  no  less  than  a  whole  franc ! 

XXIV 

Ah,  do  you  mark  the  brown  o’  the  cloud,  made  bright  with 
fire 

Through  and  through  ?  as,  old  wiles  succeeding  to  desire, 
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Quality  (you  and  I)  once  more  compassionate 
A  hapless  infant,  doomed  (fie  on  such  partial  fate !) 

To  sink  the  inborn  shame,  waive  privilege  of  sex, 

And  posture  as  you  see,  support  the  nods  and  becks 
Of  clowns  that  have  their  stare,  nor  always  pay  its  price ; 

An  infant  bom  perchance  as  sensitive  and  nice 
As  any  soul  of  you,  proud  dames,  whom  destiny 
Keeps  uncontaminate  from  stigma  of  the  sty 
She  wallows  in!  You  draw  back  skirts  from  filth  like  her 
Who,  possibly,  braves  scorn,  if,  scorned,  she  minister 
To  age,  want,  and  disease  of  parents  one  or  both; 

Nay,  peradventure,  stoops  to  degradation,  loth 

That  some  just-budding  sister,  the  dew  yet  on  the  rose, 

Should  have  to  share  in  turn  the  ignoble  trade, — who  knows  ? 

XXV 

Ay,  who  indeed!  Myself  know  nothing,  but  dare  guess 
That  off  she  trips  in  haste  to  hand  the  booty  .  .  .  yes, 
’Twixt  fold  and  fold  of  tent,  there  looms  he,  dim-discerned, 
The  ogre,  lord  of  all  those  lavish  limbs  have  earned ! 

— Brute-beast-face,— ravage,  scar,  scowl  and  malignancy, — 
O’  the  Strong  Man,  whom  (no  doubt,  her  husband)  by-and-bv 
You  shall  behold  do  feats:  lift  up  nor  quail  beneath 
A  quintal  in  each  hand,  a  cart-wheel  ’twixt  his  teeth. 

Oh  she  prefers  sheer  strength  to  ineffective  grace, 

Breeding  and  culture !  seeks  the  essential  in  the  case ! 

To  him  has  flown  my  franc;  and  welcome,  if  that  squint 
O’  the  diabolic  eye  so  soften  through  absinthe, 

That,  for  once,  tambourine,  tunic  and  tricot  ’scape 
Their  customary  curse  ‘Not  half  the  gain  0’  the  ape!’ 

Ay,  they  go  in  together ! 


XXVI 

Yet  still  her  phantom  stays 

Opposite,  where  you  stand:  as  steady  ’neath  our  gaze — 
The  live  Elvire’s  and  mine — though  fancy-stuff  and  mere 
Illusion ;  to  be  judged, — dream-figures, — without  fear 
Or  favour,  those  the  false,  by  you  and  me  the  true. 

XXVII 

‘  What  puts  it  in  my  head  to  make  yourself  judge  you  ?  ’ 
Well,  it  may  be,  the  name  of  Helen  brought  to  mind 
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A  certain  myth  I  mused  in  years  long  left  behind: 

How  she  that  fled  from  Greece  with  Paris  whom  she  loved, 
And  came  to  Troy,  and  there  found  shelter,  and  so  proved 
Such  cause  of  the  world’s  woe, — how  she,  old  stories  call 
This  creature,  Helen’s  self,  never  saw  Troy  at  all. 

Jove  had  his  fancy -fit,  must  needs  take  empty  air, 

Fashion  her  likeness  forth,  and  set  the  phantom  there 
I’  the  midst  for  sport,  to  try  conclusions  with  the  blind 
And  blundering  race,  the  game  create  for  Gods,  mankind : 
Experiment  on  these, — establish  who  would  yearn 
To  give  up  life  for  her,  who,  other-minded,  spurn 
The  best  her  eyes  could  smile, — make  half  the  world  sublime 
And  half  absurd,  for  just  a  phantom  all  the  time! 

Meanwhile  true  Helen’s  self  sat,  safe  and  far  away, 

By  a  great  river-side,  beneath  a  purer  day, 

With  solitude  around,  tranquillity  within; 

Was  able  to  lean  forth,  look,  listen,  through  the  din 
And  stir;  could  estimate  the  worthlessness  or  worth 
Of  Helen  who  inspired  such  passion  to  the  earth, 

A  phantom  all  the  time !  That  put  it  in  my  head, 

To  make  yourself  judge  you — the  phantom-wife  instead 
O’  the  tearful  true  Elvire ! 


xxvni 

I  thank  the  smile  at  last 

Which  thins  away  the  tear !  Our  sky  was  overcast, 

And  something  fell ;  but  day  clears  up :  if  there  chanced  rain, 
The  landscape  glistens  more.  I  have  not  vexed  in  vain 
Elvire:  because  she  knows,  now  she  has  stood  the  test, 

How,  this  and  this  being  good,  herself  may  still  be  best 
O’  the  beauty  in  review ;  because  the  flesh  that  claimed 
Unduly  my  regard,  she  thought,  the  taste,  she  blamed 
In  me,  for  things  extern,  was  all  mistake,  she  finds, — 

Or  will  find,  when  I  prove  that  bodies  show  me  minds, 

That,  through  the  outward  sign,  the  inward  grace  allures, 
And  sparks  from  heaven  transpierce  earth’s  coarsest  cover¬ 
tures, — 

All  by  demonstrating  the  value  of  Fifine! 

XXIX 

Partake  my  confidence!  No  creature ’s  made  so  mean 
But  that,  some  way,  it  boasts,  could  we  investigate, 
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Its  supreme  worth:  fulfils,  by  ordinance  of  fate, 

Its  momentary  task,  gets  glory  all  its  own, 

Tastes  triumph  in  the  world,  pre-eminent,  alone. 

Where  is  the  single  grain  of  sand,  mid  millions  heaped 
Confusedly  on  the  beach,  but,  did  we  know,  has  leaped 
Or  will  leap,  would  we  wait,  i’  the  century,  some  once, 

To  the  very  throne  of  things  ? — earth’s  brightest  for  the  nonce, 
When  sunshine  shall  impinge  on  just  that  grain’s  facette 
Which  fronts  him  fullest,  first,  returns  his  ray  with  jet 
Of  promptest  praise,  thanks  God  best  in  creation’s  name ! 

As  firm  in  my  belief,  quick  sense  perceives  the  same 

Self-vindicating  flash  illustrate  every  man 

And  woman  of  our  mass,  and  prove,  throughout  the  plan, 

No  detail  but,  in  place  allotted  it,  was  prime 
And  perfect. 


XXX 

Witness  her,  kept  waiting  all  this  time ! 

What  happy  angle  makes  Fifine  reverberate 
Sunshine,  least  sand-grain,  she,  of  shadiest  social  state? 

No  adamantine  shield,  polished  like  Helen  there. 

Fit  to  absorb  the  sun,  regorge  him  till  the  glare, 

Dazing  the  universe,  draw  Troy-ward  those  blind  beaks 
Of  equal-sided  ships  rowed  by  the  well-greaved  Greeks! 

No  Asian  mirror,  like  yon  Ptolemaic  witch 
Able  to  fix  sun  fast  and  tame  sun  down,  enrich, 

Not  bum  the  world  with  beams  thus  flatteringly  rolled 
About  her,  head  to  foot,  turned  slavish  snakes  of  gold ! 

And  oh,  no  tinted  pane  of  oriel  sanctity, 

Does  our  Fifine  afford,  such  as  permits  supply 
Of  lustrous  heaven,  revealed,  far  more  than  mundane  sight 
Could  master,  to  thy  cell,  pure  Saint !  where,  else  too  bright, 
So  suits  thy  sense  the  orb,  that,  what  outside  was  noon, 
Pales,  through  thy  lozenged  blue,  to  meek  benefic  moon ! 
What  then?  does  that  prevent  each  dunghill,  we  may  pass 
Daily,  from  boasting  too  its  bit  of  looking-glass, 

Its  sherd  which,  sun-smit,  shines,  shoots  arrowy  fire  beyond 
That  satin-muffled  mope,  your  sulky  diamond  ? 

XXXI 

And  now,  the  mingled  ray  she  shoots,  I  decompose. 

Her  antecedents,  take  for  execrable !  Gloze 
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No  whit  on  your  premiss:  let  be,  there  was  no  worst 
Of  degradation  spared  Fifine:  ordained  from  first 
To  last,  in  body  and  soul,  for  one  life-long  debauch, 

The  Pariah  of  the  North,  the  European  Nautch! 

This,  far  from  seek  to  hide,  she  puts  in  evidence 
Calmly,  displays  the  brand,  bids  pry  without  offence 
Your  finger  on  the  place.  You  comment  ‘Fancy  us 
So  operated  on,  maltreated,  mangled  thus ! 

Such  torture  in  our  case,  had  we  survived  an  hour? 

Some  other  sort  of  flesh  and  blood  must  be,  with  power 
Appropriate  to  the  vile,  unsensitive,  tough-thonged, 

In  lieu  of  our  fine  nerve !  Be  sure,  she  was  not  wronged 
Too  much:  you  must  not  think  she  winced  at  prick  as  we!’ 
Come,  come,  that ’s  what  you  say,  or  would,  were  thoughts 
but  free. 


XXXII 

Well  then,  thus  much  confessed,  what  wonder  if  there  steal 
Unchallenged  to  my  heart  the  force  of  one  appeal 
She  makes,  and  justice  stamp  the  sole  claim  she  asserts  ? 

So  absolutely  good  is  truth,  truth  never  hurts 

The  teller,  whose  worst  crime  gets  somehow  grace,  avowed. 

To  me,  that  silent  pose  and  prayer  proclaimed  aloud 

‘  Know  all  of  me  outside,  the  rest  be  emptiness 

For  such  as  you !  I  call  attention  to  my  dress, 

Coiffure,  outlandish  features,  lithe  memorable  limbs, 

Piquant  entreaty,  all  that  eye-glance  over-skims. 

Does  this  give  pleasure?  Then,  repay  the  pleasure,  put 
Its  price  i’ the  tambourine!  Do  you  seek  further?  Tut! 

I ’m  just  my  instrument, — sound  hollow:  mere  smooth  skin 
Stretched  o’er  gilt  framework,  I:  rub-dub,  nought  else 
within — 

Always,  for  such  as  you ! — if  I  have  use  elsewhere, — 

If  certain  bells,  now  mute,  can  jingle,  need  you  care? 

Be  it  enough,  there ’s  truth  i’  the  pleading,  which  comports 
With  no  word  spoken  out  in  cottages  or  courts, 

Since  all  I  plead  is  “  Pay  for  just  the  sight  you  see, 

And  give  me  credit  to  another  charm  in  me !  ” 

Do  I  say,  like  your  Love?  “To  praise  my  face  is  well, 

But,  who  would  know  my  worth,  must  search  my  heart  to 
tell!” 

Do  I  say,  like  your  Wife  ?  “  Had  I  passed  in  review 
The  produce  of  the  globe,  my  man  of  men  were — you !  ” 
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Do  I  say,  like  your  Helen?  “Yield  yourself  up,  obey 
Implicitly,  nor  pause  to  question,  to  survey 
Even  the  worshipful !  prostrate  you  at  my  shrine ! 

Shall  you  dare  controvert  what  the  world  counts  divine? 
Array  your  private  taste,  own  liking  of  the  sense, 

Own  longing  of  the  soul,  against  the  impudence 
Of  history,  the  blare  and  bullying  of  verse? 

As  if  man  ever  yet  saw  reason  to  disburse 
The  amount  of  what  sense  liked,  soul  longed  for, — given, 
devised 

As  love,  forsooth, — until  the  price  was  recognized 
As  moderate  enough  by  divers  fellow-men ! 

Then,  with  his  warrant  safe  that  these  would  love  too,  then, 
Sure  that  particular  gain  implies  a  public  loss. 

And  that  no  smile  he  buys  but  proves  a  slash  across 
The  face,  a  stab  into  the  side  of  somebody — 

Sure  that,  along  with  love’s  main-purchase,  he  will  buy 
Up  the  whole  stock  of  earth’s  uncharitableness. 

Envy  and  hatred, — then,  decides  he  to  profess 
His  estimate  of  one,  by  love  discerned,  though  dim 
To  all  the  world  beside:  since  what ’s  the  world  to  him?” 

Do  I  say,  like  your  Queen  of  Egypt?  “Who  forgoes 
My  cup  of  witchcraft — fault  be  on  the  fool !  He  knows 
Nothing  of  how  I  pack  my  wine-press,  turn  its  winch 
Three-times-three,  all  the  time  to  song  and  dance,  nor  flinch 
From  charming  on  and  on,  till  at  the  last  I  squeeze 
Out  the  exhaustive  drop  that  leaves  behind  mere  lees 
And  dregs,  vapidity,  thought  essence  heretofore ! 

Sup  of  my  sorcery,  old  pleasures  please  no  more! 

Be  great,  be  good,  love,  learn,  have  potency  of  hand 
Or  heart  or  head, — what  boots?  You  die,  nor  understand 
What  bliss  might  be  in  life:  you  ate  the  grapes,  but  knew 
Never  the  taste  of  wine,  such  vintage  as  I  brew!” 

Do  I  say,  like  your  Saint?  “An  exquisitest  touch 
Bides  in  the  birth  of  things:  no  after-time  can  much 
Enhance  that  fine,  that  faint,  fugitive  first  of  all ! 

What  colour  paints  the  cup  o’  the  May-rose,  like  the  small 
Suspicion  of  a  blush  which  doubtfully  begins? 

What  sound  outwarbles  brook,  while,  at  the  source,  it  wins 
That  moss  and  stone  dispart,  allow  its  bubblings  breathe? 
What  taste  excels  the  fruit,  just  where  sharp  flavours  sheathe 
Their  sting,  and  let  encroach  the  honey  that  allays  ? 

And  so  with  soul  and  sense;  when  sanctity  betrays 
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First  fear  lest  earth  below  seem  real  as  heaven  above, 
And  holy  worship,  late,  change  soon  to  sinful  love — 
Where  is  the  plenitude  of  passion  which  endures 
Comparison  with  that,  I  ask  of  amateurs  ?  ” 

Do  I  say,  like  Elvire  ’  .  .  . 


XXXIII 

(Your  husband  holds  you  fast 
Will  have  you  listen,  learn  your  character  at  last !) 

‘Do  I  say? — like  her  mixed  unrest  and  discontent, 
Reproachfulness  and  scorn,  with  that  submission  blent 
So  strangely,  in  the  face,  by  sad  smiles  and  gay  tears, — 
Quiescence  which  attacks,  rebellion  which  endears, — 

Say?  “As  you  loved  me  once,  could  you  but  love  me  now! 
Years  probably  have  graved  their  passage  on  my  brow, 

Lips  turn  more  rarely  red,  eyes  sparkle  less  than  erst; 

Such  tribute  body  pays  to  time;  but,  unamerced, 

The  soul  retains,  nay,  boasts  old  treasure  multiplied. 

Though  dew-prime  flee, — mature  at  noonday,  love  defied 
Chance,  the  wind,  change,  the  rain:  love,  strenuous  all  the 
more 

For  storm,  struck  deeper  root  and  choicer  fruitage  bore, 
Despite  the  rocking  world ;  yet  truth  struck  root  in  vain : 
While  tenderness  bears  fruit,  you  praise,  not  taste  again. 
Why?  They  are  yours,  which  once  were  hardly  yours,  might 
g° 

To  grace  another’s  ground:  and  then — the  hopes  we  know, 
The  fears  we  keep  in  mind ! — when,  ours  to  arbitrate, 

Your  part  was  to  bow  neck,  bid  fall  decree  of  fate. 

Then,  0  the  knotty  point — white-night’s  work  to  revolve — 
What  meant  that  smile,  that  sigh?  Not  Solon’s  self  could 
solve ! 

Then,  0  the  deep  surmise  what  one  word  might  express, 

And  if  what  seemed  her  ‘  No  ’  may  not  have  meant  her  ‘  Yes !  ’ 
Then,  such  annoy,  for  cause — calm  welcome,  such  acquist 
Of  rapture  if,  refused  her  arm,  hand  touched  her  wrist ! 

Now,  what ’s  a  smile  to  you?  Poor  candle  that  lights  up 
The  decent  household  gloom  which  sends  you  out  to  sup. 

A  tear?  worse!  warns  that  health  requires  you  keep  aloof 
From  nuptial  chamber,  since  rain  penetrates  the  roof ! 

Soul,  body  got  and  gained,  inalienably  safe 

Your  own,  become  despised;  more  worth  has  any  waif 
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Or  stray  from  neighbour’s  pale:  pouch  that, — ’t  is  pleasure, 
pride, 

Novelty,  property,  and  larceny  beside! 

Preposterous  thought !  to  find  no  value  fixed  in  things, 

To  covet  all  you  see,  hear,  dream  of,  till  fate  brings 
About  that,  what  you  want,  you  gain;  then  follows  change. 
Give  you  the  sun  to  keep,  forthwith  must  fancy  range: 

A  goodly  lamp,  no  doubt, — yet  might  you  catch  her  hair 
And  capture,  as  she  frisks,  the  fen-fire  dancing  there ! 

What  do  I  say?  at  least  a  meteor’s  half  in  heaven; 

Provided  filth  but  shine,  my  husband  hankers  even 

After  putridity  that ’s  phosphorescent,  cribs 

The  rustic’s  tallow-rush,  makes  spoil  of  urchins’  squibs, 

In  short  prefers  to  me — chaste,  temperate,  serene — 

What  sputters  green  and  blue,  this  fizgig  called  Fifine!”’ 

xxxiv 

So  all  your  sex  mistake !  Strange  that  so  plain  a  fact 
Should  raise  such  dire  debate!  Few  families  were  racked 
By  torture  self-supplied,  did  Nature  grant  but  this— 

That  women  comprehend  mental  analysis! 

xxxv 

Elvire,  do  you  recall  when,  years  ago,  our  home 
The  intimation  reached,  a  certain  pride  of  Rome, 
Authenticated  piece,  in  the  third,  last  and  best 
Manner, — whatever  fools  and  connoisseurs  contest, — 

No  particle  disturbed  by  rude  restorer’s  touch, 

The  palaced  picture-pearl,  so  long  eluding  clutch 
Of  creditor,  at  last,  the  Rafael  might — could  we 
But  come  to  terms — change  lord,  pass  from  the  Prince  to  me? 
I  think  you  recollect  my  fever  of  a  year: 

How  the  Prince  would,  and  how  he  would  not;  now, — too 
dear 

That  promise  was,  he  made  his  grandsire  so  long  since, 
Rather  to  boast  ‘I  own  a  Rafael’  than  ‘am  Prince!’ 

And  now,  the  fancy  soothed — if  really  sell  he  must 
His  birthright  for  a  mess  of  pottage — such  a  thrust 
I*  the  vitals  of  the  Prince  were  mollified  by  balm, 

Could  he  prevail  upon  his  stomach  to  bear  qualm, 

And  bequeath  Liberty  (because  a  purchaser 
Was  ready  with  the  sum — a  trifle !)  yes,  transfer 
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His  heart  at  all  events  to  that  land  where,  at  least, 

Free  institutions  reign !  And  so,  its  price  increased 
Five-fold  (Americans  are  such  importunates !), 

Soon  must  his  Rafael  start  for  the  United  States. 

0  alternating  bursts  of  hope  now,  then  despair! 

At  last,  the  bargain ’s  struck,  I ’m  all  but  beggared,  there 
The  Rafael  faces  me,  in  fine,  no  dream  at  all, 

My  housemate,  evermore  to  glorify  my  wall. 

A  week  must  pass,  before  heart-palpitations  sink, 

In  gloating  o’er  my  gain,  so  late  I  edged  the  brink 
Of  doom;  a  fortnight  more,  I  spent  in  Paradise: 

*  Was  outline  e’er  so  true,  could  colouring  entice 
So  calm,  did  harmony  and  quiet  so  avail  ? 

How  right,  how  resolute,  the  action  tells  the  tale !  ’ 

A  month,  I  bid  my  friends  congratulate  their  best : 

‘You  happy  Don!’  (to  me):  ‘The  blockhead!’  (to  the  rest) 
‘No  doubt  he  thinks  his  daub  original,  poor  dupe!’ 

Then  I  resume  my  life:  one  chamber  must  not  coop 
Man’s  life  in,  though  it  boast  a  marvel  like  my  prize. 

Next  year,  I  saunter  past  with  unaverted  eyes, 

Nay,  loll  and  turn  my  back:  perchance  to  overlook 
With  relish,  leaf  by  leaf,  Dore’s  last  picture-book. 

xxxvi 

Imagine  that  a  voice  reproached  me  from  its  frame: 
‘Here  do  I  hang,  and  may!  Your  Rafael,  just  the  same, 
’T  is  only  you  that  change:  no  ecstasies  of  yore! 

No  purposed  suicide  distracts  you  any  more!’ 

Prompt  would  my  answer  meet  such  frivolous  attack: 
‘You  misappropriate  sensations.  What  men  lack, 

And  labour  to  obtain,  is  hoped  and  feared  about 
After  a  fashion ;  what  they  once  obtain,  makes  doubt, 
Expectancy’s  old  fret  and  fume,  henceforward  void. 

But  do  they  think  to  hold  such  havings  unalloyed 
By  novel  hopes  and  fears,  of  fashion  just  as  new, 

To  correspond  i’  the  scale?  Nowise,  I  promise  you! 

Mine  you  are,  therefore  mine  will  be,  as  fit  to  cheer 
My  soul  and  glad  my  sense  to-day  as  this-day-year. 

So,  any  sketch  or  scrap,  pochade,  caricature, 

Made  in  a  moment,  meant  a  moment  to  endure, 

I  snap  at,  seize,  enjoy,  then  tire  of,  throw  aside, 

Find  you  in  your  old  place.  But  if  a  servant  cried 
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“Fire  in  the  gallery!” — methinks,  were  I  engaged 
In  Dore,  elbow-deep,  picture-books  million-paged 
To  the  four  winds  would  pack,  sped  by  the  heartiest  curse 
Was  ever  launched  from  lip,  to  strew  the  universe. 

Would  not  I  brave  the  best  o’  the  burning,  bear  away 
Either  my  perfect  piece  in  safety,  or  else  stay 
And  share  its  fate,  be  made  its  martyr  nor  repine? 
Inextricably  wed,  such  ashes  mixed  with  mine!’ 

XXXVII 

For  which  I  get  the  eye,  the  hand,  the  heart,  the  whole 
O’  the  wondrous  wife  again ! 

XXXVIII 

But  no,  play  out  your  role 

I’  the  pageant!  ’T  is  not  fit  your  phantom  leave  the  stage: 
I  want  you,  there,  to  make  you,  here,  confess  you  wage 
Successful  warfare,  pique  those  proud  ones,  and  advance 
Claim  to  .  .  .  equality?  nay,  but  predominance 
In  physique  o’er  them  all,  where  Helen  heads  the  scene 
Closed  by  its  tiniest  of  tail-tips,  pert  Fifine. 

How  ravishingly  pure  you  stand  in  pale  constraint! 

My  new-created  shape,  without  or  touch  or  taint, 

Inviolate  of  life  and  worldliness  and  sin — 

Fettered,  I  hold  my  flower,  her  own  cup’s  weight  would  win 
From  off  the  tall  slight  stalk  a-top  of  which  she  turns 
And  trembles,  makes  appeal  to  one  who  roughly  earns 
Her  thanks  instead  of  blame,  (did  lily  only  know), 

By  thus  constraining  length  of  lily,  letting  snow 
Of  cup-crown,  that ’s  her  face,  look  from  its  guardian  stake, 
Superb  on  all  that  crawls  beneath,  and  mutely  make 
Defiance,  with  the  mouth’s  white  movement  of  disdain, 

To  all  that  stoops,  retires  and  hovers  round  again! 

How  windingly  the  limbs  delay  to  lead  up,  reach 
Where,  crowned,  the  head  waits  calm:  as  if  reluctant,  each, 
That  eye  should  traverse  quick  such  lengths  of  loveliness, 
From  feet,  which  just  are  found  embedded  in  the  dress 
Deep  swathed  about  with  folds  and  flowings  virginal. 

Up  to  the  pleated  breasts,  rebellious  ’neath  their  pall, 

As  if  the  vesture’s  snow  were  moulding  sleep  not  death, 

Must  melt  and  so  release;  whereat,  from  the  fine  sheath, 

The  flower-cup-crown  starts  free,  the  face  is  unconcealed. 
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And  what  shall  now  divert  me,  once  the  sweet  face  revealed, 
From  all  I  loved  so  long,  so  lingeringly  left? 

xxxix 

Because  indeed  your  face  fits  into  just  the  cleft 
O’  the  heart  of  me,  Elvire,  makes  right  and  whole  once  more 
All  that  was  half  itself  without  you !  As  before, 

My  truant  finds  its  place !  Doubtlessly  sea-shells  yearn, 

If  plundered  by  sad  chance:  would  pray  their  pearls  return, 
Let  negligently  slip  away  into  the  wave ! 

Never  may  eyes  desist,  those  eyes  so  grey  and  grave, 

From  their  slow  sure  supply  of  the  effluent  soul  within! 

And,  would  you  humour  me?  I  dare  to  ask,  unpin 

The  web  of  that  brown  hair!  O’erwash  o’  the  sudden,  but 

As  promptly,  too,  disclose,  on  either  side,  the  jut 

Of  alabaster  brow !  So  part  rich  rillets  dyed 

Deep  by  the  woodland  leaf,  when  down  they  pour,  each  side 

O’  the  rock-top,  pushed  by  Spring ! 


XL 

‘  And  where  i’  the  world  is  all 
This  wonder,  you  detail  so  trippingly,  espied? 

My  mirror  would  reflect  a  tall,  thin,  pale,  deep-eyed 
Personage,  pretty  once,  it  may  be,  doubtless  still 
Loving, — a  certain  grace  yet  lingers,  if  you  will, — 

But  all  this  wonder,  where  ?  ’ 


XLI 

Why,  where  but  in  the  sense 
And  soul  ot  me,  Art’s  judge?  Art  is  my  evidence 
That  something  was,  is,  might  be ;  but  no  more  thing  itself, 
Than  flame  is  fuel.  Once  the  verse-book  laid  on  shelf, 

The  picture  turned  to  wall,  the  music  fled  from  ear, — 

Each  beauty,  born  of  each,  grows  clearer  and  more  clear, 
Mine  henceforth,  ever  mine! 


XLII 

But  if  I  would  re-trace 
Effect,  in  Art,  to  cause, — corroborate,  erase 
What ’s  right  or  wrong  i’  the  lines,  test  fancy  in  my  brain 
By  fact  which  gave  it  birth?  I  re-peruse  in  vain 
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The  verse,  I  fail  to  find  that  vision  of  delight 
F  the  Bazzi’s  lost-profile,  eye-edge  so  exquisite. 

And,  music:  what?  that  burst  of  pillared  cloud  by  day 
And  pillared  fire  by  night,  was  product,  must  we  say, 

Of  modulating  just,  by  enharmonic  change, — 

The  augmented  sixth  resolved, — from  out  the  straighter 
range 

Of  D  sharp  minor, — leap  of  disimprisoned  thrall, — 

Into  thy  light  and  life,  D  major  natural? 

XLIII 

Elvire,  will  you  partake  in  what  I  shall  impart? 

I  seem  to  understand  the  way  heart  chooses  heart 
By  help  of  the  outside  form,— a  reason  for  our  wild 
Diversity  in  choice, — why  each  grows  reconciled 
To  what  is  absent,  what  superfluous  in  the  mask 
Of  flesh  that ’s  meant  to  yield, — did  nature  ply  her  task 
As  artist  should, — precise  the  features  of  the  soul, 

Which,  if  in  any  case  they  found  expression,  whole. 

I’  the  traits,  would  give  a  type,  undoubtedly  display 
A  novel,  true,  distinct  perfection  in  its  way. 

Never  shall  I  believe  any  two  souls  were  made 
Similar;  granting,  then,  each  soul  of  every  grade 
Was  meant  to  be  itself,  prove  in  itself  complete 
And,  in  completion,  good, — nay,  best  0’  the  kind, — as  meet 
Needs  must  it  be  that  show  on  the  outside  correspond 
With  inward  substance, — flesh,  the  dress  which  soul  has 
donned, 

Exactly  reproduce, — were  only  justice  done 
Inside  and  outside  too, — types  perfect  everyone. 

How  happens  it  that  here  we  meet  a  mystery 
Insoluble  to  man,  a  plaguy  puzzle?  Why 
Each  soul  is  either  made  imperfect,  and  deserves 
As  rude  a  face  to  match ;  or  else  a  bungler  swerves, 

And  nature,  on  a  soul  worth  rendering  aright, 

Works  ill,  or  proves  perverse,  or,  in  her  own  despite, 

—Here  too  much,  there  too  little, — bids  each  face,  more  or 
less, 

Retire  from  beauty,  make  approach  to  ugliness  ? 

And  yet  succeeds  the  same:  since,  what  is  wanting  to  success, 
If  somehow  every  face,  no  matter  how  deform, 

Evidence,  to  some  one  of  hearts  on  earth,  that,  warm 
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Beneath  the  veriest  ash,  there  hides  a  spark  of  soul 
Which,  quickened  by  love’s  breath,  may  yet  pervade  the 
whole 

0’  the  grey,  and,  free  again,  be  fire? — of  worth  the  same, 
Howe’er  produced,  for,  great  or  little,  flame  is  flame. 

A  mystery,  whereof  solution  is  to  seek. 

XLIV 

I  find  it  in  the  fact  that  each  soul,  just  as  weak 
Its  own  way  as  its  fellow, — departure  from  design 
As  flagrant  in  the  flesh, — goes  striving  to  combine 
With  what  shall  right  the  wrong,  the  under  or  above 
The  standard:  supplement  unloveliness  by  love. 

— Ask  Plato  else !  And  this  corroborates  the  sage, 

That  Art, — which  I  may  style  the  love  of  loving,  rage 
Of  knowing,  seeing,  feeling  the  absolute  truth  of  things 
For  truth’s  sake,  whole  and  sole,  not  any  good,  truth  brings 
The  knower,  seer,  feeler,  beside, — instinctive  Art 
Must  fumble  for  the  whole,  once  fixing  on  a  part 
However  poor,  surpass  the  fragment,  and  aspire 
To  reconstruct  thereby  the  ultimate  entire. 

Art,  working  with  a  will,  discards  the  superflux, 

Contributes  to  defect,  toils  on  till. — fiat  lux, — 

There ’s  the  restored,  the  prime,  the  individual  type ! 

XLV 

Look,  for  example  now!  This  piece  of  broken  pipe 
(Some  shipman’s  solace  erst)  shall  act  as  crayon;  and 
What  tablet  better  serves  my  purpose  than  the  sand? 

— Smooth  slab  whereon  I  draw,  no  matter  with  what  skill, 

A  face,  and  yet  another,  and  yet  another  still. 

There  lie  my  three  prime  types  of  beauty ! 

XLVI 

Laugh  your  best! 

‘Exaggeration  and  absurdity?’  Confessed! 

Yet,  what  may  that  face  mean,  no  matter  for  its  nose, 

A  yard  long,  or  its  chin,  a  foot  short  ? 

XLVII 

‘You  suppose, 

Horror?’  Exactly!  What ’s  the  odds  if,  more  or  less 
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By  yard  or  foot,  the  features  do  manage  to  express 
Such  meaning  in  the  main?  Were  I  of  Gerome’s  force. 

Nor  feeble  as  you  see,  quick  should  my  crayon  course 
O’er  outline,  curb,  excite,  till, — so  completion  speeds 
With  Gerome  well  at  work, — observe  how  brow  recedes, 
Head  shudders  back  on  spine,  as  if  one  haled  the  hair, 
Would  have  the  full-face  front  what  pin-point  eye’s  sharp 
stare 

Announces ;  mouth  agape  to  drink  the  flowing  fate, 

While  chin  protrudes  to  meet  the  burst  0’  the  wave:  elate 
Almost,  spurred  on  to  brave  necessity,  expend 
All  life  left,  in  one  flash,  as  fire  does  at  its  end. 
Retrenchment  and  addition  effect  a  masterpiece, 

Not  change  i’  the  motive:  here  diminish,  there  increase — 
And  who  wants  Horror,  has  it. 

XL  VIII 

Who  wants  some  other  show 
Of  soul,  may  seek  elsewhere — this  second  of  the  row  ? 

What  does  it  give  for  germ,  monadic  mere  intent 
Of  mind  in  face,  faint  first  of  meanings  ever  meant? 

Why,  possibly,  a  grin,  that,  strengthened,  grows  a  laugh; 
That,  softened,  leaves  a  smile;  that,  tempered,  bids  you  quaff 
At  such  a  magic  cup  as  English  Reynolds  once 
Compounded :  for  the  witch  pulls  out  of  you  response 
Like  Garrick’s  to  Thalia,  however  due  may  be 
Your  homage  claimed  by  that  stiff-stoled  Melpomene! 

XLIX 

And  just  this  one  face  more !  Pardon  the  bold  pretence ! 
May  there  not  lurk  some  hint,  struggle  toward  evidence 
In  that  compressed  mouth,  those  strained  nostrils,  steadfast 
eyes 

Of  utter  passion,  absolute  self-sacrifice, 

Which, — could  I  but  subdue  the  wile  grotesque,  refine 
That  bulge  of  brow,  make  blunt  that  nose’s  aquiline, 

And  let,  although  compressed,  a  point  of  pulp  appear 
I’  the  mouth, — would  give  at  last  the  portrait  of  Elvire  ? 

L 

Well,  and  if  so  succeed  hand-practice  on  awry 
Preposterous  art-mistake,  shall  soul-proficiency 
c9*5 
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Despair, — when  exercised  on  nature,  which  at  worst 
Always  implies  success,  however  crossed  and  curst 
By  failure, — such  as  art  would  emulate  in  vain? 

Shall  any  soul  despair  of  setting  free  again 
Trait  after  trait,  until  the  type  as  wholly  start 
Forth,  visible  to  sense,  as  that  minutest  part, 

(Whate’er  the  chance)  which  first  arresting  eye,  warned  soul 
That,  under  wrong  enough  and  ravage,  lay  the  whole 
O’  the  loveliness  it  ‘loved’ — I  take  the  accepted  phrase? 

LI 

So  I  account  for  tastes:  each  chooses,  none  gainsays 
The  fancy  of  his  fellow,  a  paradise  for  him, 

A  hell  for  all  beside.  You  can  but  crown  the  brim 
O’  the  cup;  if  it  be  full,  what  matters  less  or  more? 

Let  each,  i’  the  world,  amend  his  love,  as  I,  o’  the  shore 
My  sketch,  and  the  result  as  undisputed  be ! 

Their  handiwork  to  them,  and  my  Elvire  to  me: 

— Result  more  beautiful  than  beauty’s  self,  when  lo, 

What  was  my  Rafael  turns  my  Michelagnolo ! 

LII 

For,  we  two  boast,  beside  our  pearl,  a  diamond. 

I’  the  palace-gallery,  the  corridor  beyond, 

Upheaves  itself  a  marble,  a  magnitude  man-shaped 
As  snow  might  be.  One  hand, — the  Master’s,- — smoothed 
and  scraped 

That  mass,  he  hammered  on  and  hewed  at,  till  he  hurled 
Life  out  of  death,  and  left  a  challenge :  for  the  world, 

Death  still,— since  who  shall  dare,  close  to  the  image,  say 
If  this  be  purposed  Art,  or  mere  mimetic  play 
Of  Nature  ? — wont  to  deal  with  crag  or  cloud,  as  stuff 
To  fashion  novel  forms,  like  forms  we  know,  enough 
For  recognition,  but  enough  unlike  the  same, 

To  leave  no  hope  ourselves  may  profit  by  her  game; 

Death  therefore  to  the  world.  Step  back  a  pace  or  two! 

And  then,  who  dares  dispute  the  gradual  birth  its  due 
Of  breathing  life,  or  breathless  immortality, 

Where  out  she  stands,  and  yet  stops  short,  half  bold,  half  shy, 
Hesitates  on  the  threshold  of  things,  since  partly  blent 
With  stuff  she  needs  must  quit,  her  native  element 
I’  the  mind  o’  the  Master, — what ’s  the  creature,  dear  divine 
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Yet  earthly-awful  too,  so  manlv-feminine, 

Pretends  this  white  advance?  What  startling  brain-escape 
Of  Michelagnolo  takes  elemental  shape? 

I  think  he  meant  the  daughter  of  the  old  man  o’  the  sea, 
Emerging  from  her  wave,  goddess  Eidothee — 

She  who,  in  elvish  sport,  spite  with  benevolence 
Mixed  Mab  wise  up,  must  needs  instruct  the  Hero  whence 
Salvation  dawns  o’er  that  mad  misery  of  his  isle. 

Yes,  she  imparts  to  him,  by  what  a  pranksome  wile 
He  may  surprise  her  sire,  asleep  beneath  a  rock, 

When  he  has  told  their  tale,  amid  his  web-foot  flock 
Of  sea-beasts,  ‘fine  fat  seals  with  bitter  breath!’  laughs  she 
At  whom  she  likes  to  save,  no  less:  Eidothee, 

Whom  you  shall  never  face  evolved,  in  earth,  in  air, 

In  wave;  but,  manifest  i’  the  soul’s  domain,  why,  there 
She  ravishingly  moves  to  meet  you,  all  through  aid 
O’  the  soul !  Bid  shine  what  should,  dismiss  into  the  shade 
What  should  not  be, — and  there  triumphs  the  paramount 
Emprise  o’  the  Master!  But,  attempt  to  make  account 
Of  what  the  sense,  without  soul’s  help,  perceives  ?  I  bought 
That  work — (despite  plain  proof,  whose  hand  it  was  had 
wrought 

I’  the  rough:  I  think  we  trace  the  tool  of  triple  tooth, 

Here,  there  and  everywhere) — bought  dearly  that  uncouth 
Unwieldy  bulk,  for  just  ten  dollars — ‘  Bulk,  would  fetch — 
Converted  into  lime — some  five  pauls!’  grinned  a  wretch, 
Who,  bound  on  business,  paused  to  hear  the  bargaining, 

And  would  have  pitied  me  ‘but  for  the  fun  o’  the  thing!’ 

LIII 

Shall  such  a  wretch  be — you?  Must — while  I  show  Elvire 
Shaming  all  other  forms,  seen  as  I  see  her  here 
F  the  soul, — this  other-you  perversely  look  outside, 

And  ask  me,  ‘Where  i’  the  world  is  charm  to  be  descried 
I’  the  tall  thin  personage,  with  paled  eye,  pensive  face. 

Any  amount  of  love,  and  some  remains  of  grace?’ 

See  yourself  in  my  soul ! 


LIV 

And  what  a  world  for  each 

Must  somehow  be  i’  the  soul, — accept  that  mode  of  speech, — 
Whether  an  aura  gird  the  soul,  wherein  it  seems 
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To  float  and  move,  a  belt  of  all  the  glints  and  gleams 
It  struck  from  out  that  world,  its  weaklier  fellows  found 
So  dead  and  cold;  or  whether  these  not  so  much  surround, 
As  pass  into  the  soul  itself,  add  worth  to  worth, 

As  wine  enriches  blood,  and  straightway  send  it  forth, 
Conquering  and  to  conquer,  through  all  eternity, 

That ’s  battle  without  end. 


LV 

I  search  but  cannot  see 

What  purpose  serves  the  soul  that  strives,  or  world  it  tries 
Conclusions  with,  unless  the  fruit  of  victories 
Stay,  one  and  all,  stored  up  and  guaranteed  its  own 
For  ever,  by  some  mode  whereby  shall  be  made  known 
The  gain  of  every  life.  Death  reads  the  title  clear — 

What  each  soul  for  itself  conquered  from  out  things  here: 
Since,  in  the  seeing  soul,  all  worth  lies,  I  assert, — 

And  nought  i’  the  world,  which,  save  for  soul  that  sees,  inert 
Was,  is,  and  would  be  ever, — stuff  for  transmuting, — null 
And  void  until  man’s  breath  evoke  the  beautiful— 

But,  touched  aright,  prompt  yields  each  particle  its  tongue 
Of  elemental  flame, — no  matter  whence  flame  sprung 
From  gums  and  spice,  or  else  from  straw  and  rottenness, 

So  long  as  soul  has  power  to  make  them  burn,  express 
What  lights  and  warms  henceforth,  leaves  only  ash  behind, 
Howe’er  the  chance:  if  soul  be  privileged  to  find 
Food  so  soon  that,  by  first  snatch  of  eye,  suck  of  breath, 

It  can  absorb  pure  life:  or,  rather,  meeting  death 

I’  the  shape  of  ugliness,  by  fortunate  recoil 

So  put  on  its  resource,  it  find  therein  a  foil 

For  a  new  birth  of  life,  the  challenged  soul’s  response 

To  ugliness  and  death, — creation  for  the  nonce. 

LVI 

I  gather  heart  through  just  such  conquests  of  the  soul, 
Through  evocation  out  of  that  which,  on  the  whole, 

Was  rough,  ungainly,  partial  accomplishment,  at  best, 

And — what,  at  worst,  save  failure  to  spit  at  and  detest  ? — 
— Through  transference  of  all,  achieved  in  visible  things, 

To  where,  secured  from  wrong,  rest  soul’s  imaginings — 
Through  ardour  to  bring  help  just  where  completion  halts, 
Do  justice  to  the  purpose,  ignore  the  slips  and  faults — 
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And,  last,  through  waging  with  deformity  a  fight 
Which  wrings  thence,  at  the  end,  precise  its  opposite. 

I  praise  the  loyalty  o’  the  scholar, — stung  by  taunt 
Of  fools  ‘Does  this  evince  thy  Master  men  so  vaunt? 

Did  he  then  perpetrate  the  plain  abortion  here  ?  ’ 

Who  cries  ‘  His  work  am  I !  full  fraught  by  him,  I  clear 
His  fame  from  each  result  of  accident  and  time, 

Myself  restore  his  work  to  its  fresh  morning-prime, 

Not  daring  touch  the  mass  of  marble,  fools  deride, 

But  putting  my  idea  in  plaster  by  its  side, 

His,  since  mine;  I,  he  made,  vindicate  who  made  me!’ 

LVII 

For,  you  must  know,  I  too  achieved  Eidothee, 

In  silence  and  by  night — dared  justify  the  lines 
Plain  to  my  soul,  although,  to  sense,  that  triple-tine’s 
Achievement  halt  half-way,  break  down,  or  leave  a  blank. 

If  she  stood  forth  at  last,  the  Master  was  to  thank ! 

Yet  may  there  not  have  smiled  approval  in  his  eyes — 

That  one  at  least  was  left  who,  born  to  recognize 
Perfection  in  the  piece  imperfect,  worked,  that  night, 

In  silence,  such  his  faith,  until  the  apposite 
Design  was  out  of  him,  truth  palpable  once  more  ? 

And  then, — for  at  one  blow,  its  fragments  strewed  the  floor,— 
Recalled  the  same  to  live  within  his  soul  as  heretofore. 

LVIII 

And,  even  as  I  hold  and  have  Eidothee, 

I  say,  I  cannot  think  that  gain,— which  would  not  be 
Except  a  special  soul  had  gained  it, — that  such  gain 
Can  ever  be  estranged,  do  aught  but  appertain 
Immortally,  by  right  firm,  indefeasible, 

To  who  performed  the  feat,  through  God’s  grace  and  man’s 

will !  ( 

Gain,  never  shared  by  those  who  practised  with  earth  s  stuff, 
And  *  spoiled  whate’er  they  touched,  leaving  its  roughness 
rough, 

Its  blankness  bare,  and,  when  the  ugliness  opposed, 

Either  struck  work  or  laughed  ‘He  doted  or  he  dozed!’ 

LIX 

While,  oh,  how  all  the  more  will  love  become  intense 
Hereafter,  when  ‘to  love’  means  yearning  to  dispense, 
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Each  soul,  its  own  amount  of  gain  through  its  own  mode 
Of  practising  with  life,  upon  some  soul  which  owed 
Its  treasure,  all  diverse  and  yet  in  worth  the  same, 

To  new  work  and  changed  way!  Things  furnish  you  rose- 
flame, 

Which  burn  up  red,  green,  blue,  nay,  yellow  more  than  needs, 
For  me,  I  nowise  doubt;  why  doubt  a  time  succeeds 
When  each  one  may  impart,  and  each  receive,  both  share 
The  chemic  secret,  learn, — where  I  lit  force,  why  there 
You  drew  forth  lambent  pity, — where  I  found  only  food 
For  self-indulgence,  you  still  blew  a  spark  at  brood 
I’  the  greyest  ember,  stopped  not  till  self-sacrifice  imbued 
Heaven’s  face  with  flame?  What  joy,  when  each  may 
supplement 

The  other,  changing  each  as  changed,  till,  wholly  blent, 

Our  old  things  shall  be  new,  and,  what  we  both  ignite, 

Fuse,  lose  the  varicolor  in  achromatic  white! 

Exemplifying  law,  apparent  even  now 

In  the  eternal  progress, — love’s  law,  which  I  avow 

And  thus  would  formulate:  each  soul  lives,  longs  and  works 

For  itself,  by  itself, — because  a  lodestar  lurks, 

An  other  than  itself, — in  whatsoe’er  the  niche 
Of  mistiest  heaven  it  hide,  whoe’er  the  Glumdalclich 
May  grasp  the  Gulliver:  or  it,  or  he,  or  she — 

Theosutos  e  broteios  eper  kekramene, — 

(For  fun’s  sake,  where  the  phrase  has  fastened,  leave  it  fixed ! 
So  soft  it  says, — ‘  God,  man,  or  both  together  mixed  ’ !) 

This,  guessed  at  through  the  flesh,  by  parts  which  prove  the 
whole, 

This  constitutes  the  soul  discernible  by  soul 
— Elvire,  by  me ! 


LX 

‘And  then’ — (pray  you,  permit  remain 
This  hand  upon  my  arm ! — your  cheek  dried,  if  you  deign, 
Choosing  my  shoulder) — ‘then’ — (Stand  up  for,  boldly  state 
The  objection  in  its  length  and  breadth!)  ‘you  abdicate, 
With  boast  yet  on  your  lip,  soul’s  empire,  and  accept 
The  rule  of  sense ;  the  Man,  from  monarch’s  throne  has  stept— 
Leapt,  rather,  at  one  bound,  to  base,  and  there  lies,  Brute. 
You  talk  of  soul, — how  soul,  in  search  of  soul  to  suit, 

Must  needs  review  the  sex,  the  army,  rank  and  file 
Of  womankind,  report  no  face  nor  form  so  vile 
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But  that  a  certain  worth,  by  certain  signs,  may  thence 
Evolve  itself  and  stand  confessed — to  soul — by  sense. 

Sense  ?  Oh,  the  loyal  bee  endeavours  for  the  hive ! 
Disinterested  hunts  the  flower-field  through,  alive 
Not  one  mean  moment,  no, — suppose  on  flower  he  light, — 
To  his  peculiar  drop,  petal-dew  perquisite, 

Matter-of-course  snatched  snack:  unless  he  taste,  how  try? 
This,  light  on  tongue-tip  laid,  allows  him  pack  his  thigh, 
Transport  all  he  counts  prize,  provision  for  the  comb, 

Food  for  the  future  day, — a  banquet,  but  at  home ! 

Soul  ?  Ere  you  reach  Fifine’s,  some  flesh  may  be  to  pass ! 
That  bombed  brow,  that  eye,  a  kindling  chrysopras, 

Beneath  its  stiff  black  lash,  inquisitive  how  speeds 
Each  functionary  limb,  how  play  of  foot  succeeds. 

And  how  you  let  escape  or  duly  sympathize 
With  gastroknemian  grace, — true,  your  soul  tastes  and  tries. 
And  trifles  time  with  these,  but,  fear  not,  will  arrive 
At  essence  in  the  core,  bring  honey  home  to  hive, 
Brain-stock  and  heart-stuff  both — to  strike  objectors  dumb — 
Since  only  soul  affords  the  soul  fit  pabulum! 

Be  frank  for  charity !  Who  is  it  you  deceive — 

Yourself  or  me  or  God,  with  all  this  make-believe?’ 

LXI 

And  frank  I  will  respond  as  you  interrogate. 

Ah,  Music,  wouldst  thou  help!  Words  struggle  with  the 
weight 

So  feebly  of  the  False,  thick  element  between 

Our  soul,  the  True,  and  Truth!  which,  but  that  intervene 

False  shows  of  things,  were  reached  as  easily  by  thought 

Reducible  to  word,  as  now  by  yearnings  wrought 

Up  with  thy  fine  free  force,  oh  Music,  that  canst  thrid, 

Electrically  win  a  passage  through  the  lid 

Of  earthly  sepulchre,  our  words  may  push  against, 

Hardly  transpierce  as  thou!  Not  dissipate,  thou  deign’st, 

So  much  as  tricksily  elude  what  words  attempt 
To  heave  away,  i’  the  mass,  and  let  the  soul,  exempt 
From  all  that  vapoury  obstruction,  view,  instead 
Of  glimmer  underneath,  a  glory  overhead. 

Not  feebly,  like  our  phrase,  against  the  barrier  go 
In  suspirative  swell  the  authentic  notes  I  know, 

By  help  whereof,  I  would  our  souls  were  found  without 
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The  pale,  above  the  dense  and  dim  which  breeds  the  doubt ! 
But  Music,  dumb  for  you,  withdraws  her  help  from  me; 
And,  since  to  weary  words  recourse  again  must  be, 

At  least  permit  they  rest  their  burthen  here  and  there, 
Music-like :  cover  space !  My  answer, — need  you  care 
If  it  exceed  the  bounds,  reply  to  questioning 
You  never  meant  should  plague?  Once  fairly  on  the  wing, 
Let  me  flap  far  and  wide ! 


LXII 

For  this  is  just  the  time. 

The  place,  the  mood  in  you  and  me,  when  all  things  chime. 
Clash  forth  life’s  common  chord,  whence,  list  how  there  ascend 
Harmonics  far  and  faint,  till  our  perception  end, — 
Reverberated  notes  whence  we  construct  the  scale 
Embracing  what  we  know  and  feel  and  are !  How  fail 
To  find  or,  better,  lose  your  question,  in  this  quick 
Reply  which  nature  yields,  ample  and  catholic? 

For,  arm  in  arm,  we  two  have  reached,  nay,  passed,  you  see, 
The  village-precinct;  sun  sets  mild  on  Sainte  Marie — 

We  only  catch  the  spire,  and  yet  I  seem  to  know 
What ’s  hid  i’  the  turn  o’  the  hill:  how  all  the  graves  must 
glow 

Soberly,  as  each  warms  its  little  iron  cross, 

Flourished  about  with  gold,  and  graced  (if  private  loss 
Be  fresh)  with  stiff  rope-wreath  of  yellow  crisp  bead-blooms 
Which  tempts  down  birds  to  pay  their  supper,  mid  the  tombs, 
With  prattle  good  as  song,  amuse  the  dead  awhile, 

If  couched  they  hear  beneath  the  matted  camomile ! 

LXII  1 

Bid  them  good-bye  before  last  friend  has  sung  and  supped ! 
Because  we  pick  our  path  and  need  our  eyes, — abrupt 
Descent  enough, — but  here ’s  the  beach,  and  there ’s  the  bay, 
And,  opposite,  the  streak  of  lie  Noirmoutier. 

Thither  the  waters  tend ;  they  freshen  as  they  haste, 

At  feel  o’  the  night-wind,  though,  by  cliff  and  cliff  embraced, 
This  breadth  of  blue  retains  its  self-possession  still; 

As  you  and  I  intend  to  do,  who  take  our  fill 
Of  sights  and  sounds — soft  sound,  the  countless  hum  and  skip 
Of  insects  we  disturb,  and  that  good  fellowship 
Of  rabbits  our  foot-fall  sends  huddling,  each  to  hide 
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He  best  knows  how  and  where;  and  what  whirred  past,  wings 
wide  ? 

That  was  an  owl,  their  young  may  justlier  apprehend! 
Though  you  refuse  to  speak,  your  beating  heart,  my  friend, 

I  feel  against  my  arm, — though  your  bent  head  forbids 
A  look  into  your  eyes,  yet,  on  my  cheek,  their  lids 
That  ope  and  shut,  soft  send  a  silken  thrill  the  same. 

Well,  out  of  all  and  each  these  nothings,  comes — what  came 
Often  enough  before,  the  something  that  would  aim 
Once  more  at  the  old  mark:  the  impulse  to  at  last 
Succeed  where  hitherto  was  failure  in  the  past, 

And  yet  again  essay  the  adventure.  Clearlier  sings 
No  bird  to  its  couched  corpse  ‘Into  the  truth  of  things — 

Out  of  their  falseness  rise,  and  reach  thou,  and  remain!’ 

LXIV 

‘That  rise  into  the  true  out  of  the  false — explain?’ 

May  an  example  serve?  In  yonder  bay  I  bathed, 

This  sunny  morning:  swam  my  best,  then  hung,  half  swathed 
With  chill,  and  half  with  warmth,  i’  the  channel’s  midmost 
deep: 

You  know  how  one — not  treads,  but  stands  in  water?  Keep 
Body  and  limbs  below,  hold  head  back,  uplift  chin, 

And,  for  the  rest,  leave  care!  If  brow,  eyes,  mouth,  should 
win 

Their  freedom, — excellent !  If  they  must  brook  the  surge, 
No  matter  though  they  sink,  let  but  the  nose  emerge. 

So,  all  of  me  in  brine  lay  soaking:  did  I  care 

One  jot?  I  kept  alive  by  man’s  due  breath  of  air 

I’  the  nostrils,  high  and  dry.  At  times,  o’er  these  would  run 

The  ripple,  even  wash  the  wavelet, — morning’s  sun 

Tempted  advance,  no  doubt:  and  always  flash  of  froth, 

Fish-outbreak,  bubbling  by,  would  find  me  nothing  loth 

To  rise  and  look  around;  then  all  was  overswept 

With  dark  and  death  at  once.  But  trust  the  old  adept ! 

Back  went  again  the  head,  a  merest  motion  made, 

Fin-fashion,  either  hand,  and  nostril  soon  conveyed 

Assurance  light  and  life  were  still  in  reach  as  erst : 

.Always  the  last  and, — wait  and  watch, — sometimes  the  first. 
Try  to  ascend  breast-high?  wave  arms  wide  free  of  tether? 
Be  in  the  air  and  leave  the  water  altogether? 

Under  went  all  again,  till  I  resigned  myself 
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To  only  breathe  the  air,  that ’s  footed  by  an  elf, 

And  only  swim  the  water,  that ’s  native  to  a  fish. 

But  there  is  no  denying  that,  ere  I  curbed  my  wish, 

And  schooled  my  restive  arms,  salt  entered  mouth  and  eyes 
Often  enough — sun,  sky,  and  air  so  tantalize ! 

Still,  the  adept  swims,  this  accorded,  that  denied ; 

Can  always  breathe,  sometimes  see  and  be  satisfied ! 

LXV 

I  liken  to  this  play  o’  the  body, — fruitless  strife 
To  slip  the  sea  and  hold  the  heaven, — my  spirit’s  life 
’Twixt  false,  whence  it  would  break,  and  true,  where  it  would 
bide. 

I  move  in,  yet  resist,  am  upborne  every  side 
By  what  I  beat  against,  an  element  too  gross 
To  live  in,  did  not  soul  duly  obtain  her  dose 
Of  life-breath,  and  inhale  from  truth’s  pure  plenitude 
Above  her,  snatch  and  gain  enough  to  just  illude 
With  hope  that  some  brave  bound  may  baffle  evermore 
The  obstructing  medium,  make  who  swam  henceforward  soar : 
— Gain  scarcely  snatched  when,  foiled  by  the  very  effort, 
sowse, 

Underneath  ducks  the  soul,  her  truthward  yearnings  dowse 
Deeper  in  falsehood !  ay,  but  fitted  less  and  less 
To  bear  in  nose  and  mouth  old  briny  bitterness 
Proved  alien  more  and  more:  since  each  experience  proves 
Air — the  essential  good,  not  sea,  wherein  who  moves 
Must  thence,  in  the  act,  escape,  apart  from  will  or  wish. 
Move  a  mere  hand  to  take  waterweed,  jelly-fish, 

Upward  you  tend!  And  yet  our  business  with  the  sea 
Is  not  with  air,  but  just  o’  the  water,  watery: 

We  must  endure  the  false,  no  particle  of  which 
Do  we  acquaint  us  with,  but  up  we  mount  a  pitch 
Above  it,  find  our  head  reach  truth,  while  hands  explore 
The  false  below:  so  much  while  here  we  bathe, — no  more! 

LXVI 

Now,  there  is  one  prime  point  (hear  and  be  edified !) 

One  truth  more  true  for  me  than  any  truth  beside — 

To-wit,  that  I  am  I,  who  have  the  power  to  swim, 

The  skill  to  understand  the  law  whereby  each  limb 
May  bear  to  keep  immersed,  since,  in  return,  made  sure 
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That  its  mere  movement  lifts  head  clean  through  coverture. 
By  practice  with  the  false,  I  reach  the  true  ?  Why,  thence 
It  follows,  that  the  more  I  gain  self-confidence, 

Get  proof  I  know  the  trick,  can  float,  sink,  rise,  at  will, 

The  better  I  submit  to  what  I  have  the  skill 
To  conquer  in  my  turn,  even  now,  and  by  and  by 
Leave  wholly  for  the  land,  and  there  laugh,  shake  me  dry 
To  last  drop,  saturate  with  noonday — no  need  more 
Of  wet  and  fret,  plagued  once:  on  Pornic’s  placid  shore, 
Abundant  air  to  breathe,  sufficient  sun  to  feel! 

Meantime  I  buoy  myself :  no  whit  my  senses  reel 
When  over  me  there  breaks  a  billow;  nor,  elate 
Too  much  by  some  brief  taste,  I  quaff  intemperate 
The  air.  o’ertop  breast-high  the  wave-environment. 

Full  well  I  know  the  thing  I  grasp,  as  if  intent 
To  hold, — my  wandering  wave, — will  not  be  grasped  at  all: 
The  solid-seeming  grasped,  the  handful  great  or  small 
Must  go  to  nothing,  glide  through  fingers  fast  enough; 

But  none  the  less,  to  treat  liquidity  as  stuff — 

Though  failure — certainly  succeeds  beyond  its  aim, 

Sends  head  above,  past  thing  that  hands  miss,  all  the  same. 

LXVII 

So  with  this  wash  o’  the  world,  wherein  life-long  we  drift; 
We  push  and  paddle  through  the  foam  by  making  shift 
To  breathe  above  at  whiles  when,  after  deepest  duck 
Down  underneath  the  show,  we  put  forth  hand  and  pluck 
At  what  seems  somehow  like  reality — a  soul. 

I  catch  at  this  and  that,  to  capture  and  control, 

Presume  I  hold  a  prize,  discover  that  my  pains 

Are  run  to  nought:  my  hands  are  baulked,  my  head  regains 

The  surface  where  I  breathe  and  look  about,  a  space, 

The  soul  that  helped  me  mount  P  Swallowed  up  in  the  race 
O’  the  tide,  come  who  knows  whence,  gone  gaily  who  knows 
where ! 

I  thought  the  prize  was  mine;  I  flattered  myself  there. 

It  did  its  duty,  though :  I  felt  it,  it  felt  me, 

Or,  where  I  look  about  and  breathe,  I  should  not  be. 

The  main  point  is — the  false  fluidity  was  bound 
Acknowledge  that  it  frothed  o’er  substance,  nowise  found 
Fluid,  but  firm  and  true.  Man,  outcast,  ‘howls,’ — at 
rods? — 
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If  ‘sen-  in  playful  spray  a-shivering  to  his  gods!’ 

Childisnest  childe,  man  makes  thereby  no  bad  exchange. 
Stay  with  the  flat-fish,  thou!  We  like  the  upper  range 
Where  the  ‘gods’  live,  perchance  the  daemons  also  dwell: 
Where  operates  a  Power,  which  every  throb  and  swell 
Of  human  heart  invites  that  human  soul  approach, 

‘Sent’  near  and  nearer  still,  however  ‘spray’  encroach 
On  ‘shivering’  flesh  below,  to  altitudes,  which  gained, 

Evil  proves  good,  wrong  right,  obscurity  explained, 

And  ‘howling’  childishness.  Whose  howl  have  we  to  thank, 
If  all  the  dogs  ’gan  bark  and  puppies  whine,  till  sank 
Each  yelper’s  tail  ’twixt  legs  ?  for  Huntsman  Commonsense 
Came  to  the  rescue,  bade  prompt  thwack  of  thong  dispense 
Quiet  i’  the  kennel;  taught  that  ocean  might  be  blue, 

And  rolling  and  much  more,  and  yet  the  soul  have,  too, 

Its  touch  of  God’s  own  flame,  which  He  may  so  expand 
‘  Who  measured  the  water  i’  the  hollow  of  His  hand  ’ 

That  ocean’s  self  shall  dry,  turn  dew-drop  in  respect 

Of  all-triumphant  fire,  matter  with  intellect 

Once  fairly  matched ;  bade  him  who  egged  on  hounds  to  bay, 

Go  curse,  i’  the  poultry  yard,  his  kind :  ‘  there  let  him  lay  ’ 

The  swan’s  one  addled  egg:  which  yet  shall  put  to  use, 

Rub  breast-bone  warm  against,  so  many  a  sterile  goose ! 


LXVIII 

No,  I  want  sky  not  sea,  prefer  the  larks  to  shrimps, 

And  never  dive  so  deep  but  that  I  get  a  glimpse 
O’  the  blue  above,  a  breath  of  the  air  around.  Elvire, 

I  seize — by  catching  at  the  melted  beryl  here, 

The  tawny  hair  that  just  has  trickled  off, — Fifine! 

Did  not  we  two  trip  forth  to  just  enjoy  the  scene, 

The  tumbling-troop  arrayed,  the  strollers  on  their  stage, 
Drawn  up  and  under  arms,  and  ready  to  engage — 

Dabble,  and  there  an  end,  with  foam  and  froth  o’er  face, 
Till  suddenly  Fifine  suggested  change  of  place? 

Now  we  taste  aether,  scorn  the  wave,  and  interchange  apace 
No  ordinary  thoughts,  but  such  as  evidence 
The  cultivated  mind  in  both.  On  what  pretence 
Are  you  and  I  to  sneer  at  who  lent  help  to  hand, 

And  gave  the  lucky  lift3 
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LXIX 

Still  sour?  I  understand! 

One  ugly  circumstance  discredits  my  fair  plan— 

That  Woman  does  the  work:  I  waive  the  help  of  Man. 

‘  Why  should  experiment  be  tried  with  only  waves, 

When  solid  spars  float  round  ?  Still  some  Thalassia  saves 
Too  pertinaciously,  as  though  no  Triton,  bluff 
As  e’er  blew  brine  from  conch,  were  free  to  help  enough ! 
Surely,  to  recognize  a  man,  his  mates  serve  best ! 

Why  is  there  not  the  same  or  greater  interest 
In  the  strong  spouse  as  in  the  pretty  partner,  pray, 

Were  recognition  just  your  object,  as  you  say, 

Amid  this  element  o’  the  false  ?  ’ 

LXX 

We  come  to  terms. 

I  need  to  be  proved  true;  and  nothing  so  confirms 
One’s  faith  in  the  prime  point  that  one’s  alive,  not  dead, 

In  all  Descents  to  Hell  whereof  I  ever  read, 

As  when  a  phantom  there,  male  enemy  or  friend, 

Or  merely  stranger-shade,  is  struck,  is  forced  suspend 
His  passage:  ‘You  that  breathe,  along  with  us  the  ghosts?’ 
Here,  why  must  it  be  still  a  woman  that  accosts? 

LXXI 

Because,  one  woman ’s  worth,  in  that  respect,  such  hairy 
hosts 

Of  the  other  sex  and  sort !  Men?  Say  you  have  the  power 
To  make  them  yours,  rule  men,  throughout  life’s  little  hour, 
According  to  the  phrase;  what  follows?  Men,  you  make, 

By  ruling  them,  your  own:  each  man  for  his  own  sake 
Accepts  you  as  his  guide,  avails  him  of  what  worth 
He  apprehends  in  you  to  sublimate  his  earth 
With  fire :  content,  if  so  you  convoy  him  through  night, 

That  you  shall  play  the  sun,  and  he,  the  satellite, 

Pilfer  your  light  and  heat  and  virtue,  starry  pelf, 

While,  caught  up  by  your  course,  he  turns  upon  himself. 
Women  rush  into  you,  and  there  remain  absorbed. 

Beside,  ’t  is  only  men  completely  formed,  full-orbed, 

Are  fit  to  follow  track,  keep  pace,  illustrate  so 
The  leader:  any  sort  of  woman  may  bestow 
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Her  atom  on  the  star,  or  clod  she  counts  for  such, — 

Each  little  making  less  bigger  by  just  that  much. 

Women  grow  you,  while  men  depend  on  you  at  best. 

And  what  dependence!  Bring  and  put  him  to  the  test, 

Your  specimen  disciple,  a  handbreadth  separate 
From  you,  he  almost  seemed  to  touch  before !  Abate 
Complacency  you  will,  I  judge,  at  what ’s  divulged ! 

Some  flabbiness  you  fixed,  some  vacancy  outbulged, 

Some — much — nay,  all,  perhaps,  the  outward  man ’s  your 
work: 

But,  inside  man? — find  him,  wherever  he  may  lurk. 

And  where ’s  a  touch  of  you  in  his  true  self? 

LXXII 

I  wish 

Some  wind  would  waft  this  way  a  glassy  bubble-fish 
O’  the  kind  the  sea  inflates,  and  show  you,  once  detached 
From  wave  ...  or  no,  the  event  is  better  told  than  watched : 
Still  may  the  thing  float  free,  globose  and  opaline 
All  over,  save  where  just  the  amethysts  combine 
To  blue  their  best,  rim-round  the  sea-flower  with  a  tinge 
Earth’s  violet  never  knew!  Well,  ’neath  that  gem-tipped 
fringe, 

A  head  lurks — of  a  kind— that  acts  as  stomach  too; 

Then  comes  the  emptiness  which  out  the  water  blew 
So  big  and  belly-like,  but,  dry  of  water  drained, 

Withers  away  nine-tenths.  Ah,  but  a  tenth  remained! 

That  was  the  creature’s  self:  no  more  akin  to  sea, 

Poor  rudimental  head  and  stomach,  you  agree, 

Than  sea ’s  akin  to  sun  who  yonder  dips  his  edge. 


LXXIII 

But  take  the  rill  which  ends  a  race  o’er  yonder  ledge 
O’  the  fissured  cliff,  to  find  its  fate  in  smoke  below ! 
Disengage  that,  and  ask — what  news  of  life,  you  know 
It  led,  that  long  lone  way,  through  pasture,  plain  and  waste  ? 
All ’s  gone  to  give  the  sea!  no  touch  of  earth,  no  taste 
Of  air,  reserved  to  tell  how  rushes  used  to  bring 
The  butterfly  and  bee,  and  fisher-bird  that ’s  king 
O’  the  purple  kind,  about  the  snow-soft  silver-sweet 
Infant  of  mist  and  dew;  only  these  atoms  fleet, 
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More  big  thereby — if  thought  keep  count  where  sense  must 
stop. 


LXXIV 

The  full-blown  ingrate,  mere  recipient  of  the  brine, 
That  takes  all  and  gives  nought,  is  Man;  the  feminine 
Rillet  that,  taking  all  and  giving  nought  in  turn, 

Goes  headlong  to  her  death  i’  the  sea,  without  concern 
For  the  old  inland  life,  snow-soft  and  silver-clear, 

That ’s  woman — typified  from  Fifine  to  Elvire. 


LXXV 

Then,  how  diverse  the  modes  prescribed  to  who  would  deal 
With  either  kind  of  creature !  ’T  is  Man,  you  seek  to  seal 
Your  very  own?  Resolve,  for  first  step,  to  discard 
Nine-tenths  of  what  you  are!  To  make,  you  must  be 
marred, — 

To  raise  your  race,  must  stoop, — to  teach  them  aught  must 
learn 

Ignorance,  meet  half-way  what  most  you  hope  to  spurn 
I’  the  sequel.  Change  yourself,  dissimulate  the  thought 
And  vulgarize  the  word,  and  see  the  deed  be  brought 
To  look  like  nothing  done  with  any  such  intent 
As  teach  men — though  perchance  it  teach,  by  accident ! 

So  may  you  master  men :  assured  that  if  you  show 
One  point  of  mastery,  departure  from  the  low 
And  level, — head  or  heart -revolt  at  long  disguise, 
Immurement,  stifling  soul  in  mediocrities, — 

If  inadvertently  a  gesture,  much  more,  word 
Reveal  the  hunter  no  companion  for  the  herd, 

His  chance  of  capture  ’s  gone.  Success  means,  they  may 
snuff, 

Examine,  and  report, — a  brother,  sure  enough, 

Disports  him  in  brute-guise;  for  skin  is  truly  skin, 

Horns,  hoofs  are  hoofs  and  horns,  and  all,  outside  and  in, 

Is  veritable  beast,  whom  fellow-beasts  resigned 
May  follow,  made  a  prize  in  honest  pride,  behind 
One  of  themselves  and  not  creation’s  upstart  lord ! 

Well,  there ’s  your  prize  i’  the  pound — much  joy  may  it 
afford 
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My  Indian !  Make  survey  and  tell  me, — was  it  worth 
You  acted  part  so  well,  went  all-fours  upon  earth 
The  live-long  day,  brayed,  belled,  and  all  to  bring  to  pass 
That  stage  should  deign  eat  hay  when  winter  stints  them 
grass  ? 

LXXVI 

So  much  for  men,  and  how  disguise  may  make  them  mind 
Their  master.  But  you  have  to  deal  with  womankind  ? 
Abandon  stratagem  for  strategy !  Cast  quite 
The  vile  disguise  away,  try  truth  clean-opposite 
Such  creep-and-crawl,  stand  forth  all  man  and,  might  it 
chance, 

Somewhat  of  angel  too ! — whate’er  inheritance. 

Actual  on  earth,  in  heaven  prospective,  be  your  boast, 

Lay  claim  to!  Your  best  self  revealed  at  uttermost, — 

That ’s  the  wise  way  o’  the  strong !  And  e’en  should  false¬ 
hood  tempt 

The  weaker  sort  to  swerve, — at  least  the  lie ’s  exempt 
From  slur,  that ’s  loathlier  still,  of  aiming  to  debase 
Rather  than  elevate  its  object.  Mimic  grace. 

Not  make  deformity  your  mask!  Be  sick  by  stealth, 

Nor  traffic  with  disease — malingering  in  health! 

No  more  of:  ‘Countrymen,  I  boast  me  one  like  you — 

My  lot,  the  common  strength,  the  common  weakness  too ! 

I  think  the  thoughts  you  think ;  and  if  I  have  the  knack 
Of  fitting  thoughts  to  words,  you  peradventure  lack, 

Envy  me  not  the  chance,  yourselves  more  fortunate ! 

Many  the  loaded  ship  self-sunk  through  treasure-freight. 
Many  the  pregnant  brain  brought  never  child  to  birth, 

Many  the  great  heart  broke  beneath  its  girdle-girth ! 

Be  mine  the  privilege  to  supplement  defect, 

Give  dumbness  voice,  and  let  the  labouring  intellect 
Find  utterance  in  word,  or  possibly  in  deed ! 

What  though  I  seem  to  go  before  ? ’t  is  you  that  lead ! 

I  follow  what  I  see  so  plain — the  general  mind 
Projected  pillar-wise,  flame  kindled  by  the  kind. 

Which  dwarfs  the  unit — me — to  insignificance ! 

Halt  you,  I  stop  forthwith, — proceed,  I  too  advance!’ 

LXXVII 

Ay,  that ’s  the  way  to  take  with  men  you  wish  to  lead, 
Instruct  and  benefit.  Small  prospect  you  succeed 
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With  women  so !  Be  all  that ’s  great  and  good  and  wise, 
August,  sublime — swell  out  your  frog  the  right  ox-size — 
He  ’s  buoyed  like  a  balloon,  to  soar,  not  burst,  you  ’ll  see ! 
The  more  you  prove  yourself,  less  fear  the  prize  will  flee 
The  captor.  Here  you  start  after  no  pompous  stag 
Who  condescends  be  snared,  with  toss  of  horn,  and  brag 
Of  bray,  and  ramp  of  hoof;  you  have  not  to  subdue 
The  foe  through  letting  him  imagine  he  snares  you ! 

’T  is  rather  with  .  .  . 


LXXVIII 

Ah,  thanks!  quick — where  the  dipping  disk 
Shows  red  against  the  rise  and  fall  o’  the  fin !  there  frisk 
In  shoal  the— porpoises  ?  Dolphins,  they  shall  and  must 
Cut  through  the  freshening  clear — dolphins,  my  instance  just ! 
’T  is  fable,  therefore  truth:  who  has  to  do  with  these, 

Needs  never  practise  trick  of  going  hands  and  knees 
As  beasts  require.  Art  fain  the  fish  to  captivate? 

Gather  thy  greatness  round,  Arion !  Stand  in  state, 

As  when  the  banqueting  thrilled  conscious — like  a  rose 
Throughout  its  hundred  leaves  at  that  approach  it  knows 
Of  music  in  the  bird— while  Corinth  grew  one  breast 
A-throb  for  song  and  thee;  nay,  Periander  pressed 
The  Methymnaean  hand,  and  felt  a  king  indeed,  and  guessed 
How  Phoebus’  self  might  give  that  great  mouth  of  the  gods 
Such  a  magnificence  of  song !  The  pillar  nods, 

Rocks  roof,  and  trembles  door,  gigantic,  post  and  jamb, 

As  harp  and  voice  rend  air — the  shattering  dithyramb ! 

So  stand  thou,  and  assume  the  robe  that  tingles  yet 
With  triumph;  strike  the  harp,  whose  every  golden  fret 
Still  smoulders  with  the  flame,  was  late  at  fingers’  end — 

So,  standing  on  the  bench  o’  the  ship,  let  voice  expend 
Thy  soul,  sing,  unalloyed  by  meaner  mode,  thine  own, 

The  Orthian  lay;  then  leap  from  music’s  lofty  throne, 

Into  the  lowest  surge,  make  fearlessly  thy  launch ! 

Whatever  storm  may  threat,  some  dolphin  will  be  staunch ! 
Whatever  roughness  rage,  some  exquisite  sea-thing 
Will  surely  rise  to  save,  will  bear — palpitating — 

One  proud  humility  of  love  beneath  its  load — 

Stem  tide,  part  wave,  till  both  roll  on,  thy  jewell’d  road 
Of  triumph,  and  the  grim  o’  the  gulph  grow  wonder-white 
I’  the  phosphorescent  wake;  and  still  the  exquisite 
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Sea-thing  stems  on,  saves  still,  palpitatingly  thus, 
Lands  safe  at  length  its  load  of  love  at  Taenarus, 
True  woman-creature! 


LXXIX 

Man?  Ah,  would  you  prove  what  power 
Marks  man, — what  fruit  his  tree  may  yield,  beyond  the  sour 
And  stinted  crab,  he  calls  love-apple,  which  remains 
After  you  toil  and  moil  your  utmost, — all,  love  gains. 

By  lavishing  manure  ? — try  quite  the  other  plan ! 

And,  to  obtain  the  strong  true  product  of  a  man, 

Set  him  to  hate  a  little !  Leave  cherishing  his  root, 

And  rather  prune  his  branch,  nip  off  the  pettiest  shoot 
Superfluous  on  his  bough !  I  promise,  you  shall  learn 
By  what  grace  came  the  goat,  of  all  beasts  else,  to  earn 
Such  favour  with  the  god  0’  the  grape:  ’t  was  only  he 
Who,  browsing  on  its  tops,  first  stung  fertility 
Into  the  stock’s  heart,  stayed  much  growth  of  tendril-twine, 
Some  faintish  flower,  perhaps,  but  gained  the  indignant  wine, 
Wrath  of  the  red  press!  Catch  the  puniest  of  the  kind — - 
Man-animalcule,  starved  body,  stunted  mind, 

And,  as  you  nip  the  blotch  ’twixt  thumb  and  finger-nail, 
Admire  how  heaven  above  and  earth  below  avail 
No  jot  to  soothe  the  mite,  sore  at  God’s  prime  offence 
In  making  mites  at  all, — coax  from  its  impotence 
One  virile  drop  of  thought,  or  word,  or  deed,  by  strain 
To  propagate  for  once — which  nature  rendered  vain, 

Who  lets  first  failure  stay,  yet  cares  not  to  record 
Mistake  that  seems  to  cast  opprobrium  on  the  Lord ! 

Such  were  the  gain  from  love’s  best  pains!  But  let  the  elf 
Be  touched  with  hate,  because  some  real  man  bears  himself 
Manlike  in  body  and  soul,  and,  since  he  lives,  must  thwart 
And  furify  and  set  a-fizz  this  counterpart 
O’  the  pismire  that ’s  surprised  to  effervescence,  if, 

By  chance,  black  bottle  come  in  contact  with  chalk  cliff, 
Acid  with  alkali !  Then  thrice  the  bulk,  out  blows 
Our  insect,  does  its  kind,  and  cuckoo-spits  some  rose ! 

LXXX 

No — ’t  is  ungainly  work,  the  ruling  men,  at  best! 

The  graceful  instinct ’s  right:  ’t  is  women  stand  confessed 
Auxiliary,  the  gain  that  never  goes  away, 
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Takes  nothing  and  gives  all:  Elvire,  Fifine,  ’t  is  they 
Convince, — if  little,  much,  no  matter ! — one  degree 
The  more,  at  least,  convince  unreasonable  me 
That  I  am,  anyhow,  a  truth,  though  all  else  seem 
And  be  not:  if  I  dream,  at  least  I  know  I  dream. 

The  falsity,  beside,  is  fleeting:  I  can  stand 
Still,  and  let  truth  come  back, — your  steadying  touch  of 
hand 

Assists  me  to  remain  self-centred,  fixed  amid 
All  on  the  move.  Believe  in  me,  at  once  you  bid 
Myself  believe  that,  since  one  soul  has  disengaged 
Mine  from  the  shows  of  things,  so  much  is  fact :  I  waged 
No  foolish  warfare,  then,  with  shades,  myself  a  shade, 

Here  in  the  world — may  hope  my  pains  will  be  repaid ! 

How  false  things  are,  I  judge:  how  changeable,  I  learn 
When,  where  and  how  it  is  I  shall  see  truth  return. 

That  I  expect  to  know,  because  Fifine  knows  me ! — 

How  much  more,  if  Elvire ! 


LXXXI 

‘And  why  not,  only  she? 

Since  there  can  be  for  each,  one  Best,  no  more,  such  Best, 
For  body  and  mind  of  him,  abolishes  the  rest 
O’  the  simply  Good  and  Better.  You  please  select  Elvire 
To  give  you  this  belief  in  truth,  dispel  the  fear 
Yourself  are,  after  all,  as  false  as  what  surrounds; 

And  why  not  be  content?  When  we  two  watched  the 
rounds 

The  boatman  made,  ’twixt  shoal  and  sandbank,  yesterday, 
As,  at  dead  slack  of  tide,  he  chose  to  push  his  way, 

With  oar  and  pole,  across  the  creek,  and  reach  the  isle 
After  a  world  of  pains — my  word  provoked  your  smile, 

Yet  none  the  less  deserved  reply:  “’Twere  wiser  wait 
The  turn  o’  the  tide,  and  find  conveyance  for  his  freight — 
How  easily — within  the  ship  to  purpose  moored, 

Managed  by  sails,  not  oars !  But  no, — the  man ’s  allured 
By  liking  for  the  new  and  hard  in  his  exploit ! 

First  come  shall  serve!  He  makes, — courageous  and  adroit, — 
The  merest  willow-leaf  of  boat  do  duty,  bear 
His  merchandise  across :  once  over,  needs  he  care 
If  folk  arrive  by  ship,  six  hours  hence,  fresh  and  gay?” 

No:  he  scorns  commonplace,  affects  the  unusual  way; 
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And  good  Elvire  is  moored,  with  not  a  breath  to  flap 
The  yards  of  her,  no  lift  of  ripple  to  o’erlap 
Keel,  much  less,  prow.  What  care?  since  here ’s  a  cockle¬ 
shell, 

Fifine,  that ’s  taut  and  crank,  and  carries  just  as  well 
Such  seamanship  as  yours !  ’ 


LXXXII 

Alack,  our  life  is  lent, 

From  first  to  last,  the  whole,  for  this  experiment 
Of  proving  what  I  say — that  we  ourselves  are  true ! 

I  would  there  were  one  voyage,  and  then  no  more  to  do 
But  tread  the  firmland,  tempt  the  uncertain  sea  no  more. 

I  would  we  might  dispense  with  change  of  shore  for  shore 
To  evidence  our  skill,  demonstrate — in  no  dream 
It  was,  we  tided  o’er  the  trouble  of  the  stream. 

I  would  the  steady  voyage,  and  not  the  fitful  trip, — 

Elvire,  and  not  Fifine, — might  test  our  seamanship. 

But  why  expend  one’s  breath  to  tell  you,  change  of  boat 
Means  change  of  tactics  too  ?  Come  see  the  same  afloat 
To-morrow,  all  the  change,  new  stowage  fore  and  aft 
O’  the  cargo;  then,  to  cross  requires  new  sailor-craft! 
To-day,  one  step  from  stern  to  bow  keeps  boat  in  trim: 
To-morrow,  some  big  stone, — or  woe  to  boat  and  him! — 
Must  ballast  both.  That  man  stands  for  Mind,  paramount 
Throughout  the  adventure:  ay,  howe’er  you  make  account, 
’T  is  mind  that  navigates,— -skips  over,  twists  between 
The  bales  i’  the  boat, — now  gives  importance  to  the  mean, 
And  now  abates  the  pride  of  life,  accepts  all  fact, 

Discards  all  fiction, — steers  Fifine,  and  cries,  i’  the  act, 

‘  Thou  art  so  bad,  and  yet  so  delicate  a  brown ! 

Wouldst  tell  no  end  of  lies :  I  talk  to  smile  or  frowm ! 
Wouldst  rob  me :  do  men  blame  a  squirrel,  lithe  and  sly, 
For  pilfering  the  nut  she  adds  to  hoard?  Nor  I. 

Elvire  is  true,  as  truth,  honesty’s  self,  alack ! 

The  worse !  too  safe  the  ship,  the  transport  there  and  back 
Too  certain !  one  may  loll  and  lounge  and  leave  the  helm, 
Let  wind  and  tide  do  work:  no  fear  that  waves  o’erwhelm 
The  steady-going  bark,  as  sure  to  feel  her  way 
Blindfold  across,  reach  land,  next  year  as  yesterday ! 

How  can  I  but  suspect,  the  true  feat  were  to  slip 
Down  side,  transfer  myself  to  cockle-shell  from  ship, 
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And  try  if,  trusting  to  sea-tracklessness,  I  class 
With  those  around  whose  breast  grew  oak  and  triple  brass: 
Who  dreaded  no  degree  of  death,  but,  with  dry  eyes, 
Surveyed  the  turgid  main  and  its  monstrosities — 

And  rendered  futile  so,  the  prudent  Power’s  decree 
Of  separate  earth  and  disassociating  sea; 

Since,  how  is  it  observed,  if  impious  vessels  leap 

Across,  and  tempt  a  thing  they  should  not  touch- — the  deep? 

(See  Horace  to  the  boat,  wherein,  for  Athens  bound, 

When  Virgil  must  embark — Jove  keep  him  safe  and  sound ! — 
The  poet  bade  his  friend  start  on  the  watery  road, 

Much  re-assured  by  this  so  comfortable  ode.) 

LXXXIII 

Then,  never  grudge  my  poor  Fifine  her  compliment! 

The  rakish  craft  could  slip  her  moorings  in  the  tent, 

And,  hoisting  every  stitch  of  spangled  canvas,  steer 
Through  divers  rocks  and  shoals, — in  fine,  deposit  here 
Your  Virgil  of  a  spouse,  in  Attica:  yea,  thrid 
The  mob  of  men,  select  the  special  virtue  hid 
In  him,  forsooth,  and  say- — or  rather,  smile  so  sweet, 

‘Of  all  the  multitude,  you — I  prefer  to  cheat! 

Are  you  for  Athens  bound  ?  I  can  perform  the  trip, 

Shove  little  pinnace  off,  while  yon  superior  ship, 

The  Elvire,  refits  in  port!’  So,  off  we  push  from  beach 
Of  Pornic  town,  and  lo,  ere  eye  can  wink,  we  reach 
The  Long  Walls,  and  I  prove  that  Athens  is  no  dream, 

For  there  the  temples  rise !  they  are,  they  nowise  seem ! 
Earth  is  not  all  one  lie,  this  truth  attests  me  true! 

Thanks  therefore  to  Fifine!  Elvire,  I ’m  back  with  you! 
Share  in  the  memories !  Embark  I  trust  we  shall 
Together  some  fine  day,  and  so,  for  good  and  all, 

Bid  Pornic  Town  adieu, — then,  just  the  strait  to  cross, 

And  we  reach  harbour,  safe,  in  Iostephanos ! 

LXXXIV 

How  quickly  night  comes!  Lo,  already ’t  is  the  land 
Turns  sea-like;  overcrept  by  grey,  the  plains  expand, 

Assume  significance;  while  ocean  dwindles,  shrinks 
Into  a  pettier  bound:  its  plash  and  plaint,  methinks, 

Six  steps  away,  how  both  retire,  as  if  their  part 
Were  played,  another  force  were  free  to  prove  her  art, 
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Protagonist  in  turn !  Are  you  unterrified  ? 

All  false,  all  fleeting  too !  And  nowhere  things  abide, 

And  everywhere  we  strain  that  things  should  stay, — the  one 
Truth,  that  ourselves  are  true! 

LXXXV 

A  word,  and  I  have  done. 

Is  it  not  just  our  hate  of  falsehood,  fleetingness, 

Aad  the  mere  part  things  play,  that  constitutes  express 
The  inmost  charm  of  this  Fifine  and  all  her  tribe? 

Actors !  We  also  act,  but  only  they  inscribe 
Their  style  and  title  so,  and  preface,  only  they, 

Performance  with  !  A  lie  is  all  we  do  or  say.’ 

Wherein  but  there  can  be  the  attraction,  Falsehood’s  bribe, 

That  wins  so  surely  o’er  to  Fifine  and  her  tribe 

The  liking,  nay  the  love  of  who  hate  Falsehood  most, 

Except  that  these  alone  of  mankind  make  their  boast 
‘Frankly,  we  simulate!’  To  feign,  means — to  have  grace 
And  so  get  gratitude !  This  ruler  of  the  race, 

Crowned,  sceptred,  stoled  to  suit, — ’t  is  not  that  you  detect 
The  cobbler  in  the  king,  but  that  he  makes  effect 
By  seeming  the  reverse  of  what  you  know  to  be 
The  man,  the  mind,  whole  form,  fashion  and  quality. 
Mistake  his  false  for  true,  one  minute, — there ’s  an  end 
Of  the  admiration!  Truth,  we  grieve  at  or  rejoice: 

’T  is  only  falsehood,  plain  in  gesture,  look  and  voice, 

That  brings  the  praise  desired,  since  profit  comes  thereby. 
The  histrionic  truth  is  in  the  natural  lie. 

Because  the  man  who  wept  the  tears  was,  all  the  time, 
Happy  enough;  because  the  other  man,  a-grime 
With  guilt,  was,  at  the  least,  as  white  as  I  and  you; 

Because  the  timid  type  of  bashful  maidhood,  who 
Starts  at  her  own  pure  shade,  already  numbers  seven 
Born  babes  and,  in  a  month,  will  turn  their  odd  to  even; 
Because  the  saucy  prince  would  prove,  could  you  unfurl 
Some  yards  of  wrap,  a  meek  and  meritorious  girl — 

Precisely  as  you  see  success  attained  by  each 
O’  the  mimes,  do  you  approve,  not  foolishly  impeach 
The  falsehood ! 


LXXXVI 

That ’s  the  first  o’  the  truths  found:  all  things,  slow 
Or  quick  i’  the  passage,  come  at  last  to  that,  you  know ! 
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Each  has  a  false  outside,  whereby  a  truth  is  forced 
To  issue  from  within:  truth,  falsehood,  are  divorced 
By  the  excepted  eye,  at  the  rare  season,  for 
The  happy  moment.  Life  means — learning  to  abhor 
The  false,  and  love  the  true,  truth  treasured  snatch  by  snatch, 
Waifs  counted  at  their  work.  And  when  with  strays  they 
match 

I’  the  parti-coloured  world, — when,  under  foul,  shines  fair, 
And  truth,  displayed  i’  the  point,  flashes  forth  everywhere 
I’  the  circle,  manifest  to  soul,  though  hid  from  sense, 

And  no  obstruction  more  affects  this  confidence, — 

When  faith  is  ripe  for  sight, — why,  reasonably,  then 
Comes  the  great  clearing-up.  Wait  threescore  years  and  ten ! 

LXXXY1I 

Therefore  I  prize  stage-play,  the  honest  cheating;  thence 
The  impulse  pricked,  when  fife  and  drum  bade  Fair  com¬ 
mence, 

To  bid  you  trip  and  skip,  link  arm  in  arm  with  me, 

Like  husband  and  like  wife,  and  so  together  see 
The  tumbling-troop  arrayed,  the  strollers  on  their  stage 
Drawn  up  and  under  arms,  and  ready  to  engage. 

And  if  I  started  thence  upon  abstruser  themes  .  .  . 

Well,  ’t  was  a  dream,  pricked  too! 

LXXXVIII 

A  poet  never  dreams: 

We  prose-folk  always  do:  we  miss  the  proper  duct 

For  thoughts  on  things  unseen,  which  stagnate  and  obstruct 

The  system,  therefore;  mind,  sound  in  a  body  sane. 

Keeps  thoughts  apart  from  facts,  and  to  one  flowing  vein 
Confines  its  sense  of  that  which  is  not,  but  might  be, 

.And  leaves  the  rest  alone.  What  ghosts  do  poets  see  ? 

What  demons  fear?  what  man  or  thing  misapprehend? 
Unchoked,  the  channel ’s  flush,  the  fancy ’s  free  to  spend 
Its  special  self  aright  in  manner,  time  and  place. 

Never  believe  that  who  create  the  busy  race 

O’  the  brain,  bring  poetry  to  birth,  such  act  performed, 

Feel  trouble  them,  the  same,  such  residue  as  warmed 
My  prosy  blood,  this  morn, — intrusive  fancies,  meant 
For  outbreak  and  escape  by  quite  another  vent! 

Whence  follows  that,  asleep,  my  dreamings  oft  exceed 
The  bound.  But  you  shall  hear. 
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I  smoked.  The  webs  o’  the  weed, 
With  many  a  break  i’  the  mesh,  were  floating  to  re-form 
Cupola-wise  above:  chased  thither  by  soft  warm 
Inflow  of  air  without;  since  I — of  mind  to  muse,  to  clench 
The  gain  of  soul  and  body,  got  by  their  noon-day  drench 
In  sun  and  sea, — had  flung  both  frames  o’  the  window  wide, 
To  soak  my  body  still  and  let  soul  soar  beside. 

In  came  the  country  sounds  and  sights  and  smells — that  fine 
Sharp  needle  in  the  nose  from  our  fermenting  wine ! 

In  came  a  dragon-fly  with  whir  and  stir,  then  out, 

Off  and  away:  in  came, — kept  coming,  rather, — pout 
Succeeding  smile,  and  take-away  still  close  on  give, — 

One  loose  long  creeper-branch,  tremblingly  sensitive 
To  risks  which  blooms  and  leaves, — each  leaf  tongue-broad, 
each  bloom 

Mid-finger-deep, — must  run  by  prying  in  the  room 
Of  one  who  loves  and  grasps  and  spoils  and  speculates. 

All  so  far  plain  enough  to  sight  and  sense:  but,  weights, 

Measures  and  numbers, — ah,  could  one  apply  such  test 

To  other  visitants  that  came  at  no  request 

Of  who  kept  open  house, — to  fancies  manifold 

From  this  four-cornered  world,  the  memories  new  and  old, 

The  antenatal  prime  experience — what  know  I  ? — 

The  initiatory  love  preparing  us  to  die — 

Such  were  a  crowd  to  count,  a  sight  to  see,  a  prize 
To  turn  to  profit,  were  but  fleshly  ears  and  eyes 
Able  to  cope  with  those  o’  the  spirit! 

xc 

Therefore, — since 

Thought  hankers  after  speech,  while  no  speech  may  evince 
Feeling  like  music,— mine,  o’erburthened  with  each  gift 
From  every  visitant,  at  last  resolved  to  shift 
Its  burthen  to  the  back  of  some  musician  dead 
And  gone,  who  feeling  once  what  I  feel  now,  instead 
Of  words,  sought  sounds,  and  saved  for  ever,  in  the  same, 
Truth  that  escapes  prose, — nay,  puts  poetry  to  shame. 

I  read  the  note,  I  strike  the  key,  I  bid  record 
The  instrument — thanks  greet  the  veritable  word ! 

And  not  in  vain  I  urge :  ‘  0  dead  and  gone  away, 

Assist  who  struggles  yet,  thy  strength  become  my  stay, 
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Thy  record  serve  as  well  to  register — I  felt 
And  knew  thus  much  of  truth!  With  me,  must  knowledge 
melt 

Into  surmise  and  doubt  and  disbelief,  unless 
Thy  music  reassure — I  gave  no  idle  guess, 

But  gained  a  certitude  I  yet  may  hardly  keep ! 

M hat  care?  since  round  is  piled  a  monumental  heap 
Of  music  that  conserves  the  assurance,  thou  as  well 
Wast  certain  of  the  same!  thou,  master  of  the  spell, 

Mad’st  moonbeams  marble,  didst  record  what  other  men 
Feel  only  to  forget!’  Who  was  it  helped  me,  then? 

What  master’s  work  first  came  responsive  to  my  call, 

Found  my  eye,  fixed  my  choice? 

XCI 

Why,  Schumann’s  ‘  Carnival !  ’ 
My  choice  chimed  in,  you  see,  exactly  with  the  sounds 
And  sights  of  yestereve  when,  going  on  my  rounds, 

Where  both  roads  join  the  bridge,  I  heard  across  the  dusk 
Creak  a  slow  caravan,  and  saw  arrive  the  husk 
O’  the  spice-nut,  wdiich  peeled  off  this  morning,  and  displayed, 
’Twixt  tree  and  tree,  a  tent  whence  the  red  pennon  made 
Its  vivid  reach  for  home  and  ocean-idleness — 

And  where,  my  heart  surmised,  at  that  same  moment, — 

yes — 

Tugging  her  tricot  on,— yet  tenderly,  lest  stitch 
Announce  the  crack  of  doom,  reveal  disaster  which 
Our  Pornic’s  modest  stock  of  merceries  in  vain 
Were  ransacked  to  retrieve, — there,  cautiously  a-strain, 

(My  heart  surmised)  must  crouch  in  that  tent’s  corner, 
curved 

Like  Spring-month’s  russet  moon,  some  girl  by  fate  reserved 
To  give  me  once  again  the  electric  snap  and  spark 
Which  prove,  when  finger  finds  out  finger  in  the  dark 
O’  the  wrorld,  there ’s  fire  and  life  and  truth  there,  link  but 
hands 

And  pass  the  secret  on.  Lo,  link  by  link,  expands 
The  circle,  lengthens  out  the  chain,  till  one  embrace 
Of  high  with  low  is  found  uniting  the  whole  race, 

Not  simply  you  and  me  and  our  Fifine,  but  all 
The  world :  the  Fair  expands  into  the  Carnival, 

And  Carnival  again  to  .  .  .  ah,  but  that ’s  my  dream ! 
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I  somehow  played  the  piece:  remarked  on  each  old  theme 
I’  the  new  dress;  saw  how  food  o’  the  soul,  the  stuff  that ’s 
made 

To  furnish  man  with  thought  and  feeling,  is  purveyed 
Substantially  the  same  from  age  to  age,  with  change 
Of  the  outside  only  for  successive  feasters.  Range 
The  banquet-room  o’  the  world,  from  the  dim  farthest  head 
O’  the  table,  to  its  foot,  for  you  and  me  bespread, 

This  merry  morn,  we  find  sufficient  fare,  I  trow. 

But,  novel?  Scrape  away  the  sauce;  and  taste,  below, 

The  verity  o’  the  viand, — you  shall  perceive  there  went 
To  board-head  just  the  dish  which  other  condiment 
Makes  palatable  now:  guests  came,  sat  down,  fell-to, 

Rose  up,  wiped  mouth,  went  away, — lived,  died, — and  never 
knew 

That  generations  yet  should,  seeking  sustenance, 

Still  find  the  selfsame  fare,  with  somewhat  to  enhance 
Its  flavour,  in  the  kind  of  cooking.  As  with  hates 
And  loves  and  fears  and  hopes,  so  with  what  emulates 
The  same,  expresses  hates,  loves,  fears  and  hopes  in  Art : 

The  forms,  the  themes — no  one  without  its  counterpart 
Ages  ago;  no  one  but,  mumbled  the  due  time 
I’  the  mouth  of  the  eater,  needs  be  cooked  again  in  rhyme, 
Dished  up  anew  in  paint,  sauce-smothered  fresh  in  sound, 

To  suit  the  wisdom-tooth,  just  cut,  of  the  age,  that ’s  found 
With  gums  obtuse  to  gust  and  smack  which  relished  so 
The  meat  o’  the  meal  folk  made  some  fifty  years  ago. 

But  don’t  suppose  the  new  was  able  to  efface 

The  old  without  a  struggle,  a  pang !  The  commonplace 

Still  clung  about  his  heart,  long  after  all  the  rest 

O’  the  natural  man,  at  eye  and  ear,  was  caught,  confessed 

The  charm  of  change,  although  wry  lip  and  wrinkled  nose 

Owned  ancient  virtue  more  conducive  to  repose 

Than  modern  nothings  roused  to  somethings  by  some  shred 

Of  pungency,  perchance  garlic  in  amber’s  stead. 

And  so  on,  till  one  day,  another  age,  by  due 
Rotation,  pries,  sniffs,  smacks,  discovers  old  is  new, 

And  sauce,  our  sires  pronounced  insipid,  proves  again 
Sole  piquant,  may  resume  its  titillating  reign — 

With  music,  most  of  all  the  arts,  since  change  is  there 
The  law,  and  not  the  lapse:  the  precious  means  the  rare, 
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And  not  the  absolute  in  all  good  save  surprise. 

So  I  remarked  upon  our  Schumann’s  victories 
Over  the  commonplace,  how  faded  phrase  grew  fine, 

And  palled  perfection — piqued,  upstartled  by  that  brine, 

His  pickle — bit  the  mouth  and  burnt  the  tongue  aright, 
Beyond  the  merely  good  no  longer  exquisite: 

Then  took  things  as  I  found,  and  thanked  without  demur 
The  pretty  piece — played  through  that  movement,  you  prefer, 
Where  dance  and  shuffle  past, — he  scolding  while  she  pouts, 
She  canting  while  he  calms, — in  those  eternal  bouts 
Of  age,  the  dog — with  youth,  the  cat — by  rose-festoon 
Tied  teasingly  enough — Columbine,  Pantaloon: 

She,  toe-tips  and  staccato, — legato  shakes  his  poll 
And  shambles  in  pursuit,  the  senior.  Ft  la  folle  I 
Lie  to  him !  get  his  gold  and  pay  its  price !  begin 
Your  trade  betimes,  nor  wait  till  you ’ve  wed  Harlequin 
And  need,  at  the  week’s  end,  to  play  the  duteous  wife, 

And  swear  you  still  love  slaps  and  leapings  more  than  life! 
Pretty!  I  say. 


XCIII 

And  so,  I  somehow-nohow  played 
The  whole  0’  the  pretty  piece;  and  then  .  .  .  whatever  weighed 
My  eyes  down,  furled  the  films  about  my  wits  ?  suppose, 

The  morning-bath, — the  sweet  monotony  of  those 
Three  keys,  flat,  flat  and  flat,  never  a  sharp  at  all, — 

Or  else  the  brain’s  fatigue,  forced  even  here  to  fall 
Into  the  same  old  track,  and  recognize  the  shift 
From  old  to  new,  and  back  to  old  again,  and,— swift 
Or  slow,  no  matter, — still  the  certainty  of  change, 

Conviction  we  shall  find  the  false,  where’er  we  range, 

In  art  no  less  than  nature:  or  what  if  wrist  were  numb, 

And  over-tense  the  muscle,  abductor  of  the  thumb, 

Taxed  by  those  tenths’  and  twelfths’  unconscionable  stretch  ? 
Howe’er  it  came  to  pass,  I  soon  was  far  to  fetch — 

Gone  off  in  company  with  Music ! 

xciv 

Whither  bound 

Except  for  Venice?  She  it  was,  by  instinct  found 
Carnival-country  proper,  who  far  below  the  perch 
Where  I  was  pinnacled,  showed,  opposite,  Mark’s  Church, 
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And,  underneath,  Mark’s  Square,  with  those  two  lines  of 
street, 

Procuratie- sides,  each  leading  to  my  feet — 

Since  from  above  I  gazed,  however  I  got  there. 

xcv 

And  what  I  gazed  upon  was  a  prodigious  Fair, 

Concourse  immense  of  men  and  women,  crowned  or  casqued, 
Turbaned  or  tiar’d,  wreathed,  plumed,  hatted  or  wigged,  but 
masked — 

Always  masked, — only,  how?  No  face-shape,  beast  or  bird, 
Nay,  fish  and  reptile  even,  but  someone  had  preferred, 

From  out  its  frontispiece,  feathered  or  scaled  or  curled, 

To  make  the  vizard  whence  himself  should  view  the  world, 
.And  where  the  world  believed  himself  was  manifest. 

Yet  when  you  came  to  look,  mixed  up  among  the  rest 
More  funnily  by  far,  were  masks  to  imitate 
Humanity’s  mishap:  the  wrinkled  brow,  bald  pate 
And  rheumy  eyes  of  Age,  peak’d  chin  and  parchment  chap, 
Were  signs  of  day-work  done,  and  wage-time  near, — mishap 
Merely;  but,  Age  reduced  to  simple  greed  and  guile. 

Worn  apathetic  else  as  some  smooth  slab,  erewhile 
A  clear-cut  man-at-arms  i’  the  pavement,  till  foot’s  tread 
Effaced  the  sculpture,  left  the  stone  you  saw  instead, — 

Was  not  that  terrible  beyond  the  mere  uncouth? 

Well,  and  perhaps  the  next  revolting  you  was  Youth, 

Stark  ignorance  and  crude  conceit,  half  smirk,  half  stare 
On  that  frank  fool-face,  gay  beneath  its  head  of  hair 
Which  covers  nothing. 


xcv  i 

These,  you  are  to  understand, 

Were  the  mere  hard  and  sharp  distinctions.  On  each  hand, 
I  soon  became  aware,  flocked  the  infinitude 
Of  passions,  loves  and  hates,  man  pampers  till  his  mood 
Becomes  himself,  the  whole  sole  face  we  name  him  by. 

Nor  want  denotement  else,  if  age  or  youth  supply 
The  rest  of  him:  old,  young, — classed  creature:  in  the  main 
A  love,  a  hate,  a  hope,  a  fear,  each  soul  a-strain 
Some  one  way  through  the  flesh — the  face,  an  evidence 
O’  the  soul  at  work  inside;  and,  all  the  more  intense, 

So  much  the  more  grotesque. 
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‘  Why  should  each  soul  be  tasked 
Snme  one  way,  by  one  love  or  else  one  hate?’  I  asked. 

U  hen  it  occurred  to  me,  from  all  these  sights  beneath 
There  rose  not  any  sound:  a  crowd,  yet  dumb  as  death! 

xcvm 

Soon  I  knew  why.  (Propose  a  riddle,  and ’t  is  solved 
Forthwith — in  dream!)  They  spoke;  but, — since  on  me 
devolved 

To  see,  and  understand  by  sight, — the  vulgar  speech 
Might  be  dispensed  with.  ‘  He  who  cannot  see,  must  reach 
As  best  he  may  the  truth  of  men  by  help  of  words 
They  please  to  speak,  must  fare  at  will  of  who  affords 
The  banquet,’ — so  I  thought.  ‘Who  sees  not,  hears  and  so 
Gets  to  believe;  myself  it  is  that,  seeing,  know, 

And,  knowing,  can  dispense  with  voice  and  vanity 
Of  speech.  What  hinders  then,  that,  drawing  closer,  I 
Put  privilege  to  use,  see  and  know  better  still 
These  simulacra,  taste  the  profit  of  my  skill, 

Down  in  the  midst  ?  ’ 


xcix 

And  plumb  I  pitched  into  the  square — 
A  groundling  like  the  rest.  What  think  you  happened  there? 
Precise  the  contrary  of  what  one  would  expect ! 

For, — whereas  so  much  more  monstrosities  deflect 
From  nature  and  the  type,  as  you  the  more  approach 
Their  precinct, — here,  I  found  brutality  encroach 
Less  on  the  human,  lie  the  lightlier  as  I  looked 
The  nearlier  on  these  faces  that  seemed  but  now  so  crook’d 
And  clawed  away  from  God’s  prime  purpose.  They  diverged 
A  little  from  the  type,  but  somehow  rather  urged 
To  pity  than  disgust:  the  prominent,  before, 

Now  dwindled  into  mere  distinctness,  nothing  more. 

Still,  at  first  sight,  stood  forth  undoubtedly  the  fact 

Some  deviation  was :  in  no  one  case  there  lacked 

The  certain  sign  and  mark, — say  hint,  say,  trick  of  lip 

Or  twist  of  nose, — that  proved  a  fault  in  workmanship, 

Change  in  the  prime  design,  some  hesitancy  here 

And  there,  which  checked  the  man  and  let  the  beast  appear ; 

But  that  was  all. 
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All:  yet  enough  to  bid  each  tongue 
Lie  in  abeyance  still.  They  talked,  themselves  among, 

Of  themselves,  to  themselves;  I  saw  the  mouths  at  play, 
The  gesture  that  enforced,  the  eye  that  strove  to  say 
The  same  thing  as  the  voice,  and  seldom  gained  its  point 
— That  this  was  so,  I  saw;  but  all  seemed  out  of  joint 
I’  the  vocal  medium  ’twixt  the  world  and  me.  I  gained 
Knowledge  by  notice,  not  by  giving  ear, — attained 
To  truth  by  what  men  seemed,  not  said:  to  me  one  glance 
Was  worth  whole  histories  of  noisy  utterance, 

— At  least,  to  me  in  dream. 


ci 

And  presently  I  found 

That,  just  as  ugliness  had  withered,  so  unwound 
Itself,  and  perished  off,  repugnance  to  what  wrong 
Might  linger  yet  i’  the  make  of  man.  My  will  was  strong 
I’  the  matter;  I  could  pick  and  choose,  project  my  weight: 
(Remember  how  we  saw  the  boatman  trim  his  freight !) 
Determine  to  observe,  or  manage  to  escape, 

Or  make  divergency  assume  another  shape 
By  shift  of  point  of  sight  in  me  the  observer:  thus 
Corrected,  added  to,  subtracted  from, — discuss 
Each  variant  quality,  and  brute-beast  touch  was  turned 
Into  mankind’s  safeguard!  Force,  guile,  were  arms  which 
earned 

My  praise,  not  blame  at  all :  for  we  must  learn  to  live, 
Case-hardened  at  all  points,  not  bare  and  sensitive, 

But  plated  for  defence,  nay,  furnished  for  attack, 

With  spikes  at  the  due  place,  that  neither  front  nor  back 
May  suffer  in  that  squeeze  with  nature,  we  find — life. 

Are  we  not  here  to  learn  the  good  of  peace  through  strife, 

Of  love  through  hate,  and  reach  knowledge  by  ignorance? 
Why,  those  are  helps  thereto,  which  late  we  eyed  askance, 
And  nicknamed  unaware!  Just  so,  a  sword  we  call 
Superfluous,  and  cry  out  against,  at  festival: 

Wear  it  in  time  of  war,  its  clink  and  clatter  grate 
O’  the  ear  to  purpose  then! 
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I  found,  one  must  abate 

One’s  scorn  of  the  soul’s  casing,  distinct  from  the  soul’s  self — 
Which  is  the  centre-drop :  whereas  the  pride  in  pelf, 

The  lust  to  seem  the  thing  it  cannot  be,  the  greed 
For  praise,  and  all  the  rest  seen  outside, — these  indeed 
Are  the  hard  polished  cold  crystal  environment 
Of  those  strange  orbs  unearthed  i’  the  Druid  temple,  meant 
For  divination  (so  the  learned  please  to  think) 

Wherein  you  may  admire  one  dew-drop  roll  and  wink, 

All  unaffected  by — quite  alien  to — what  sealed 
And  saved  it  long  ago:  though  how  it  got  congealed 
I  shall  not  give  a  guess,  nor  how,  by  power  occult, 

The  solid  surface-shield  was  outcome  and  result 

Of  sunple  dew  at  work  to  save  itself  amid 

The  unwatery  force  around ;  protected  thus,  dew  slid 

Safe  through  all  opposites,  impatient  to  absorb 

Its  spot  of  life,  and  last  for  ever  in  the  orb 

We,  now,  from  hand  to  hand  pass  with  impunity. 

cm 

And  the  delight  wherewith  I  watch  this  crowd  must  be 
Akin  to  that  which  crowns  the  chemist  when  he  winds 
Thread  up  and  up,  till  clue  be  fairly  clutched, — unbinds 
The  composite,  ties  fast  the  simple  to  its  mate, 

And,  tracing  each  effect  back  to  its  cause,  elate, 

Constructs  in  fancy,  from  the  fewest  primitives, 

The  complex  and  complete,  all  diverse  life,  that  lives 
Not  only  in  beast,  bird,  fish,  reptile,  insect,  but 
The  very  plants  and  earths  and  ores.  Just  so  I  glut 
My  hunger  both  to  be  and  know  the  thing  I  am, 

By  contrast  with  the  thing  I  am  not ;  so,  through  sham 

And  outside,  I  arrive  at  inmost  real,  probe 

And  prove  how  the  nude  form  obtained  the  chequered  robe. 

CIV 

— Experience,  I  am  glad  to  master  soon  or  late, 

Here,  there  and  everywhere  i’  the  world,  without  debate! 
Only,  in  Venice  why?  What  reason  for  Mark’s  Square 
Rather  than  Timbuctoo  ? 
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And  I  became  aware, 

Scarcely  the  word  escaped  my  lips,  that  swift  ensued 
In  silence  and  by  stealth,  and  yet  with  certitude, 

A  formidable  change  of  the  amphitheatre 
Which  held  the  Carnival;  although  the  human  stir 
Continued  just  the  same  amid  that  shift  of  scene. 

cvi 

For  as  on  edifice  of  cloud  i’  the  grey  and  green 
Of  evening, — built  about  some  glory  of  the  west, 

To  barricade  the  sun’s  departure, — manifest, 

He  plays,  pre-eminently  gold,  gilds  vapour,  crag  and  crest 

Which  bend  in  rapt  suspense  above  the  act  and  deed 

They  cluster  round  and  keep  their  very  own,  nor  heed 

The  world  at  watch;  while  we,  breathlessly  at  the  base 

O’  the  castellated  bulk,  note  momently  the  mace 

Of  night  fall  here,  fall  there,  bring  change  with  every  blow, 

Alike  to  sharpened  shaft  and  broadened  portico 

I’  the  structure:  heights  and  depths,  beneath  the  leaden  stress, 

Crumble  and  melt  and  mix  together,  coalesce 

Re-form,  but  sadder  still,  subdued  yet  more  and  more 

By  every  fresh  defeat,  till  wearied  eyes  need  pore 

No  longer  on  the  dull  impoverished  decadence 

Of  all  that  pomp  of  pile  in  towering  evidence 

So  lately: — 


evil 

Even  thus  nor  otherwise,  meseemed 
That  if  I  fixed  my  gaze  awhile  on  what  I  dreamed 
Was  Venice’  Square,  Mark’s  Church,  the  scheme  was  straight 
unschemed, 

A  subtle  something  had  its  way  within  the  heart 
Of  each  and  every  house  I  watched,  with  counterpart 
Of  tremor  through  the  front  and  outward  face,  until 
Mutation  was  at  end ;  impassive  and  stock-still 
Stood  now  the  ancient  house,  grown — new,  is  scarce  the 
phrase, 

Since  older,  in  a  sense, — altered  to  .  .  .  what  i’  the  ways, 
Ourselves  are  wont  to  see,  coerced  by  city,  town 
Or  village,  anywhere  i’  the  world,  pace  up  or  down 


57 


FIFINE  AT  THE  FAIR 

Europe !  In  all  the  maze,  no  single  tenement 
I  saw,  but  I  could  claim  acquaintance  with. 

CVIII 

There  went 

Conviction  to  my  soul,  that  what  I  took  of  late 
For  Venice  was  the  world;  its  Carnival — the  state 
Of  mankind,  masquerade  in  life-long  permanence 
For  all  time,  and  no  one  particular  feast-day.  Whence 
’T  was  easy  to  infer  what  meant  my  late  disgust 
At  the  brute-pageant,  each  grotesque  of  greed  and  lust 
And  idle  hate,  and  love  as  impotent  for  good — 

When  from  my  pride  of  place  I  passed  the  interlude 
In  critical  review;  and  what,  the  wonder  that  ensued 
When,  from  such  pinnacled  pre-eminence,  I  found 
Somehow  the  proper  goal  for  wisdom  was  the  ground 
And  not  the  sky, — so,  slid  sagaciously  betimes 
Down  heaven’s  baluster-rope,  to  reach  the  mob  of  mimes 
And  mummers;  whereby  came  discovery  there  was  just 
Enough  and  not  too  much  of  hate,  love,  greed  and  lust. 
Could  one  discerningly  but  hold  the  balance,  shift 
The  weight  from  scale  to  scale,  do  justice  to  the  drift 
Of  nature,  and  explain  the  glories  by  the  shames 
Mixed  up  in  man,  one  stuff  miscalled  by  different  names 
According  to  what  stage  i’  the  process  turned  his  rough, 
Even  as  I  gazed,  to  smooth — only  get  close  enough ! 

— What  was  all  this  except  the  lesson  of  a  life  ? 

cix 

And — consequent  upon  the  learning  how  from  strife 
Grew  peace — from  evil,  good — came  knowledge  that,  to  get 
Acquaintance  with  the  way  o’  the  world,  we  must  nor  fret 
Nor  fume,  on  altitudes  of  self-sufficiency, 

But  bid  a  frank  farewell  to  what — we  think — should  be, 
And,  with  as  good  a  grace,  welcome  what  is — we  find. 

cx 

Is — for  the  hour,  observe !  Since  something  to  my  mind 
Suggested  soon  the  fancy,  nay,  certitude  that  change, 

Never  suspending  touch,  continued  to  derange 
What  architecture,  we,  walled  up  within  the  cirque 
O’  the  world,  consider  fixed  as  fate,  not  fairy-work. 
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For  those  were  temples,  sure,  which  tremblingly  grew  blank 
From  bright,  then  broke  afresh  in  triumph, — ah,  but  sank 
As  soon,  for  liquid  change  through  artery  and  vein 
O’  the  very  marble  wound  its  way !  And  first  a  stain 
Would  startle  and  offend  amid  the  glory;  next, 

Spot  swift  succeeded  spot,  but  found  me  less  perplexed 
By  portents;  then  as ’t  were  a  sleepiness  soft  stole 
Over  the  stately  fane,  and  shadow  sucked  the  whole 
Facade  into  itself,  made  uniformly  earth 
What  was  a  piece  of  heaven;  till,  lo,  a  second  birth. 

And  the  veil  broke  away  because  of  something  new 
Inside,  that  pushed  to  gain  an  outlet,  paused  in  view 
At  last,  and  proved  a  growth  of  stone  or  brick  or  wood 
Which,  alien  to  the  aim  o’  the  Builder,  somehow  stood 
The  test,  could  satisfy,  if  not  the  early  race 
For  whom  he  built,  at  least  our  present  populace, 

Who  must  not  bear  the  blame  for  what,  blamed,  proves 
mishap 

Of  the  Artist:  his  work  gone,  another  fills  the  gap, 

Serves  the  prime  purpose  so.  Undoubtedly  there  spreads 
Building  around,  above,  which  makes  men  lift  their  heads 
To  look  at,  or  look  through,  or  look — for  aught  I  care — 
Over:  if  only  up,  it  is,  not  down,  they  stare, 

‘Commercing  with  the  skies,’  and  not  the  pavement  in  the 
Square. 


CXI 

But  are  they  only  temples  that  subdivide,  collapse, 

And  tower  again,  transformed  ?  Academies,  perhaps ! 

Domes  where  dwells  Learning,  seats  of  Science,  bower  and 
hall 

Which  house  Philosophy — do  these,  too,  rise  and  fall, 

Based  though  foundations  be  on  steadfast  mother-earth, 
With  no  chimeric  claim  to  supermundane  birth, 

No  boast  that,  dropped  from  cloud,  they  did  not  grow  from 
ground  ? 

Why,  these  fare  worst  of  all !  these  vanish  and  are  found 
Nowhere,  by  who  tasks  eye  some  twice  within  his  term 
Of  threescore  years  and  ten,  for  tidings  what  each  germ 
Has  burgeoned  out  into,  whereof  the  promise  stunned 
His  ear  with  such  acclaim, — praise-payment  to  refund 
The  praisers,  never  doubt,  some  twice  before  they  die 
Whose  days  are  long  i’  the  land. 
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Alack,  Philosophy! 
Despite  the  chop  and  change,  diminished  or  increased, 
Patched-up  and  plastered-o’er,  Religion  stands  at  least 
I’ the  temple-type.  But  thou?  Here  gape  I,  all  agog 
These  thirty  years,  to  learn  how  tadpole  turns  to  frog; 

And  thrice  at  least  have  gazed  with  mild  astonishment, 

As,  skyward  up  and  up,  some  fire-new  fabric  sent 
Its  challenge  to  mankind  that,  clustered  underneath 
To  hear  the  word,  they  straight  believe,  ay,  in  the  teeth 
O’  the  Past,  clap  hands  and  hail  triumphant  Truth’s  out¬ 
break — 

Tadpole-frog-theory  propounded  past  mistake ! 

In  vain !  A  something  ails  the  edifice,  it  bends, 

It  bows,  it  buries  .  .  .  Haste!  cry  ‘Heads  below’  to  friends — 
But  have  no  fear  they  find,  when  smother  shall  subside, 
Some  substitution  perk  with  unabated  pride 
I’  the  predecessor’s  place! 


CXIII 

No, — the  one  voice  which  failed 
Never,  the  preachment’s  coign  of  vantage  nothing  ailed, — 
That  had  the  luck  to  lodge  i’  the  house  not  made  with  hands ! 
And  all  it  preached  was  this:  ‘Truth  builds  upon  the  sands, 
Though  stationed  on  a  rock:  and  so  her  work  decays, 

And  so  she  builds  afresh,  with  like  result.  Nought  stays 
But  just  the  fact  that  Truth  not  only  is,  but  fain 
Would  have  men  know  she  needs  must  be,  by  each  so  plain 
Attempt  to  visibly  inhabit  where  they  dwell.’ 

Her  works  are  work,  while  she  is  she;  that  work  does  well 
Which  lasts  mankind  their  life-time  through,  and  lets  believe 
One  generation  more,  that,  though  sand  run  through  sieve, 
Yet  earth  now  reached  is  rock,  and  what  we  moderns  find 
Erected  here  is  Truth,  who,  ’stablished  to  her  mind 
I’  the  fullness  of  the  days,  will  never  change  in  show 
More  than  in  substance  erst:  men  thought  they  knew:  we 
know! 


cxiv 

Do  you,  my  generation?  Well,  let  the  blocks  prove  mist 
I’  the  main  enclosure, — church  and  college,  if  they  list, 

Be  something  for  a  time,  and  everything  anon, 
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And  anything  awhile,  as  fit  is  off  or  on, 

Till  they  grow  nothing,  soon  to  re-appear  no  less 
As  something, — shape  re-shaped,  till  out  of  shapelessness 
Come  shape  again  as  sure !  no  doubt,  or  round  or  square 
Or  polygon  its  front,  some  building  will  be  there, 

Do  duty  in  that  nook  o’  the  wall  o’  the  world  where  once 
The  Architect  saw  fit  precisely  to  ensconce 
College  or  church,  and  bid  such  bulwark  guard  the  line 
O’  the  barrier  round  about,  humanity’s  confine. 

cxv 

Leave  watching  change  at  work  i’  the  greater  scale,  on  these 
The  main  supports,  and  turn  to  their  interstices 
Filled  up  by  fabrics  too,  less  costly  and  less  rare, 

Yet  of  importance,  yet  essential  to  the  Fair 
They  help  to  circumscribe,  instruct  and  regulate! 

See,  where  each  booth-front  boasts,  in  letters  small  or  great, 
Its  specialty,  proclaims  its  privilege  to  stop 
A  breach,  beside  the  best ! 
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Here  History  keeps  shop, 

Tells  how  past  deeds  were  done,  so  and  not  otherwise: 

‘  Man !  hold  truth  evermore !  forget  the  early  lies !  ’ 

There  sits  Morality,  demure  behind  her  stall, 

Dealing  out  life  and  death:  ‘Ihis  is  the  thing  to  call 
Right,  and  this  other,  wrong;  thus  think,  thus  do,  thus  say, 
Thus  joy,  thus  suffer! — not  to-day  as  yesterday — 
Yesterday’s  doctrine  dead,  this  only  shall  endure ! 

Obey  its  voice  and  live!’ — enjoins  the  dame  demure. 

While  Art  gives  flag  to  breeze,  bids  drum  beat,  trumpet  blow, 
Inviting  eye  and  ear  to  yonder  raree-show. 

Up  goes  the  canvas,  hauled  to  height  of  pole.  I  think, 

We  know  the  way — long  lost,  late  learned — to  paint !  A  wink 
Of  eye,  and  lo,  the  pose!  the  statue  on  its  plinth! 

How  could  we  moderns  miss  the  heart  o’  the  labyrinth 
Perversely  all  these  years,  permit  the  Greek  seclude 
His  secret  till  to-day?  And  here ’s  another  feud 
Now  happily  composed:  inspect  this  quartett-score ! 

Got  long  past  melody,  no  word  has  Music  more 
To  say  to  mortal  man !  But  is  the  bard  to  be 
Behindhand  ?  Here ’s  his  book,  and  now  perhaps  you  see 
At  length  what  poetry  can  do! 
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Why,  that ’s  stability 

Itself,  that  change  on  change  we  sorrowfully  saw 
Creep  o’er  the  prouder  piles!  We  acquiesced  in  law 
When  the  fine  gold  grew  dim  i’  the  temple,  when  the  brass 
Which  pillared  that  so  brave  abode  where  Knowledge  was, 
Bowed  and  resigned  the  trust ;  but,  bear  all  this  caprice, 
Harlequinade  where  swift  to  birth  succeeds  decease 
Of  hue  at  every  turn  o’  the  tinsel-flag  which  flames 
While  Art  holds  booth  in  Fair?  Such  glories  chased  by 
shames 

Like  these,  distract  beyond  the  solemn  and  august 
Procedure  to  decay,  evanishment  in  dust, 

Of  those  marmoreal  domes, — above  vicissitude, 

We  used  to  hope! 


cxvm 

‘  So,  all  is  change,  in  fine,’  pursued 
The  preachment  to  a  pause.  When — ‘All  is  permanence!’ 
Returned  a  voice.  Within?  without?  No  matter  whence 
The  explanation  came:  for,  understand,  I  ought 
To  simply  say — ‘I  saw,’  each  thing  I  say  ‘I  thought.’ 

Since  ever  as,  unrolled,  the  strange  scene-picture  grew 
Before  me,  sight  flashed  first,  though  mental  comment  too 
Would  follow  in  a  trice,  come  hobblingly  to  halt. 

CXIX 

So,  what  did  I  see  next  but, — much  as  when  the  vault 
I’  the  west, — wherein  we  watch  the  vapoury  manifold 
Transfiguration, — tired  turns  blaze  to  black, — behold. 

Peak  reconciled  to  base,  dark  ending  feud  with  bright, 

The  multiform  subsides,  becomes  the  definite. 

Contrasting  life  and  strife,  where  battle  they  i’  the  blank 
Severity  of  peace  in  death,  for  which  we  thank 
One  wind  that  comes  to  quell  the  concourse,  drive  at  last 
Things  to  a  shape  which  suits  the  close  of  things,  and  cast 
Palpably  o’er  vexed  earth  heaven’s  mantle  of  repose? 

cxx 

Just  so,  in  Venice’  Square,  that  things  were  at  the  close 
Was  signalled  to  my  sense ;  for  I  perceived  arrest 
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O’  the  change  all  round  about.  As  if  some  impulse  pressed 
Each  gently  into  each,  what  was  distinctness,  late, 

Grew  vague,  and,  line  from  line  no  longer  separate, 

No  matter  what  its  style,  edifice  .  .  .  shall  I  say, 

Died  into  edifice?  I  find  no  simpler  way 
Of  saying  how,  without  or  dash  or  shock  or  trace 
Of  violence,  I  found  unity  in  the  place 

Of  temple,  tower, — nay,  hall  and  house  and  hut,- — one  blank 
Severity  of  peace  in  death ;  to  which  they  sank 
Resigned  enough,  till  .  .  .  ah,  conjecture,  I  beseech, 

What  special  blank  did  they  agree  to,  all  and  each  ? 

What  common  shape  was  that  wherein  they  mutely  merged 
Likes  and  dislikes  of  form,  so  plain  before? 
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I  urged 

Your  step  this  way,  prolonged  our  path  of  enterprise 
To  where  we  stand  at  last,  in  order  that  your  eyes 
Might  see  the  very  thing,  and  save  my  tongue  describe 
The  Druid  monument  which  fronts  you.  Could  I  bribe 
Nature  to  come  in  aid,  illustrate  what  I  mean, 

What  wants  there  she  should  lend  to  solemnize  the  scene? 


CXXII 

How  does  it  strike  you,  this  construction  gaunt  and  grey — 
Sole  object,  these  piled  stones,  that  gleam  unground-away 
By  twilight’s  hungry  jaw,  which  champs  fine  all  beside 
I’  the  solitary  waste  we  grope  through?  Oh,  no  guide 
Need  we  to  grope  our  way  and  reach  the  monstrous  door 
Of  granite!  Take  my  word,  the  deeper  you  explore 
That  caverned  passage,  filled  with  fancies  to  the  brim, 

The  less  will  you  approve  the  adventure !  such  a  grim 
Bar-sinister  soon  blocks  abrupt  your  path,  and  ends 
All  with  a  cold  dread  shape, — shape  whereon  Learning  spends 
Labour,  and  leaves  the  text  obscurer  for  the  gloss, 

While  Ignorance  reads  right — recoiling  from  that  Cross ! 
Whence  came  the  mass  and  mass,  strange  quality  of  stone 
Unquarried  anywhere  i’  the  region  round?  Unknown! 

Just  as  unknown,  how  such  enormity  could  be 
Conveyed  by  land,  or  else  transported  over  sea, 

And  laid  in  order,  so,  precisely  each  on  each, 
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As  you  and  I  would  build  a  grotto  where  the  beach 
Sheds  shell — to  last  an  hour:  this  building  lasts  from  age 
To  age  the  same.  But  why  ? 

CXXIII 

Ask  Learning!  I  engage 

You  get  a  prosy  wherefore,  shall  help  you  to  advance 
In  knowledge  just  as  much  as  helps  you  Ignorance 
Surmising,  in  the  mouth  of  peasant-lad  or  lass, 

‘  I  heard  my  father  say  he  understood  it  was 
A  building,  people  built  as  soon  as  earth  was  made 
Almost,  because  they  might  forget  (they  were  afraid) 

Earth  did  not  make  itself,  but  came  of  Somebody. 

They  laboured  that  their  work  might  last,  and  show  thereby 
He  stays,  while  we  and  earth,  and  all  things  come  and  go. 
Come  whence?  Go  whither?  That,  when  come  and  gone, 
we  know 

Perhaps,  but  not  while  earth  and  all  things  need  our  best 
Attention :  we  must  wait  and  die  to  know  the  rest. 

Ask,  if  that ’s  true,  what  use  in  setting  up  the  pile? 

To  make  one  fear  and  hope:  remind  us,  all  the  while 
We  come  and  go,  outside  there ’s  Somebody  that  stays ; 

A  circumstance  which  ought  to  make  us  mind  our  ways, 
Because, — whatever  end  we  answer  by  this  life, — 

Next  time,  best  chance  must  be  for  who,  with  toil  and  strife, 
Manages  now  to  live  most  like  what  he  was  meant 
Become:  since  who  succeeds  so  far,  ’t  is  evident, 

Stands  foremost  on  the  file;  who  fails,  has  less  to  hope 
From  new  promotion.  That ’s  the  rule — with  even  a  rope 
Of  mushrooms,  like  this  rope  I  dangle !  those  that  grew 
Greatest  and  roundest,  all  in  life  they  had  to  do, 

Gain  a  reward,  a  grace  they  never  dreamed,  I  think; 

Since,  outside  white  as  milk  and  inside  black  as  ink, 

They  go  to  the  Great  House  to  make  a  dainty  dish 
For  Don  and  Donna;  while  this  basket-load,  I  wish 
Well  off  my  arm,  it  breaks, — no  starveling  of  the  heap 
But  had  his  share  of  dew,  his  proper  length  of  sleep 
I’  the  sunshine :  yet,  of  all,  the  outcome  is — this  queer 
Cribbed  quantity  of  dwarfs  which  burthen  basket  here 
Till  I  reach  home;  ’t  is  there  that,  having  run  their  rigs, 

They  end  their  earthly  race,  are  flung  as  food  for  pigs. 

Any  more  use  I  see?  Well,  you  must  know,  there  lies 
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Something,  the  Cure  says,  that  points  to  mysteries 
Above  our  grasp :  a  huge  stone  pillar,  once  upright, 

Now  laid  at  length,  half-lost — discreetly  shunning  sight 
I’  the  bush  and  briar,  because  of  stories  in  the  air — 

Hints  what  it  signified,  and  why  was  stationed  there, 

Once  on  a  time.  In  vain  the  Cure  tasked  his  lungs — 
Showed,  in  a  preachment,  how,  at  bottom  of  the  rungs 
O’  the  ladder,  Jacob  saw,  where  heavenly  angels  stept 
Up  and  down,  lay  a  stone  which  served  him,  while  he  slept, 
For  pillow;  when  he  woke,  he  set  the  same  upright 
As  pillar,  and  a-top  poured  oil :  things  requisite 
To  instruct  posterity,  there  mounts  from  floor  to  roof, 

A  staircase,  earth  to  heaven;  and  also  put  in  proof, 

When  we  have  scaled  the  sky,  we  well  may  let  alone 
What  raised  us  from  the  ground,  and, — paying  to  the  stone 
Proper  respect,  of  course, — take  staff  and  go  our  way, 
Leaving  the  Pagan  night  for  Christian  break  of  day. 

“For,”  preached  he,  “what  they  dreamed,  these  Pagans  wide¬ 
awake 

We  Christians  may  behold.  How  strange,  then,  were  mistake 
Did  anybody  style  the  stone, — because  of  drop 
Remaining  there  from  oil  which  Jacob  poured  a-top, — 

Itself  the  Gate  of  Heaven,  itself  the  end,  and  not 
“The  means  thereto!”  Thus  preached  the  Cure,  and  no  jot 
The  more  persuaded  people  but  that,  what  once  a  thing 
Meant  and  had  right  to  mean,  it  still  must  mean.  So  cling 
Folk  somehow  to  the  prime  authoritative  speech, 

And  so  distrust  report,  it  seems  as  they  could  reach 
Far  better  the  arch-word,  whereon  their  fate  depends, 
Through  rude  charactery,  than  all  the  grace  it  lends, 

That  lettering  of  your  scribes !  who  flourish  pen  apace 
And  ornament  the  text,  they  say — we  say,  efface. 

Hence,  when  the  earth  began  its  life  afresh  in  May, 

And  fruit-trees  bloomed,  and  waves  would  wanton,  and  the 
bay 

Ruffle  its  wealth  of  weed,  and  stranger-birds  arrive, 

And  beasts  take  each  a  mate, — folk,  too,  found  sensitive, 
Surmised  the  old  grey  stone  upright  there,  through  such  tracts 
Of  solitariness  and  silence,  kept  the  facts 
Entrusted  it,  could  deal  out  doctrine,  did  it  please: 

No  fresh  and  frothy  draught,  but  liquor  on  the  lees, 

Strong,  savage  and  sincere:  first  bleedings  from  a  vine 
Whereof  the  product  now  do  Cures  so  refine 
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To  insipidity,  that,  when  heart  sinks,  we  strive 
And  strike  from  the  old  stone  the  old  restorative. 

"  Which  is  ?  — why,  go  and  ask  our  grandames  how  they  used 
To  dance  around  it,  till  the  Cure  disabused 
Their  ignorance,  and  bade  the  parish  in  a  band 
Lay  flat  the  obtrusive  thing  that  cumbered  so  the  land ! 

And  there,  accordingly,  in  bush  and  briar  it — “  bides 
Its  time  to  rise  again!”  (so  somebody  derides, 

That ’s  pert  from  Paris)  “since,  yon  spire,  you  keep  erect 
V  onder,  and  pray  beneath,  is  nothing,  I  suspect, 

But  just  the  symbol’s  self,  expressed  in  slate  for  rock, 

Art’s  smooth  for  Nature’s  rough,  new  chip  from  the  old 
block!” 

There,  sir,  my  say  is  said !  Thanks,  and  Saint  Gille  increase 
The  wealth  bestowed  so  well !  ’ — wherewith  he  pockets  piece, 
Doffs  cap,  and  takes  the  road.  I  leave  in  Learning’s  clutch 
More  money  for  his  book,  but  scarcely  gain  as  much. 
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To  this  it  was,  this  same  primeval  monument, 

That,  in  my  dream,  I  saw  building  with  building  blent 
Fall:  each  on  each  they  fast  and  founderingly  went 
Confusion-ward;  but  thence  again  subsided  fast, 

Became  the  mound  you  see.  Magnificently  massed 
Indeed,  those  mammoth-stones,  piled  by  the  Protoplast 
Temple-wise  in  my  dream!  beyond  compare  with  fanes 
Which,  solid-looking  late,  had  left  no  least  remains 
L  the  bald  and  blank,  now  sole  usurper  of  the  plains 
Of  heaven,  diversified  and  beautiful  before. 

And  yet  simplicity  appeared  to  speak  no  more 

Nor  less  to  me  than  spoke  the  compound.  At  the  core, 

One  and  no  other  word,  as  in  the  crust  of  late, 

Whispered,  which,  audible  through  the  transition-state. 

Was  no  loud  utterance  in  even  the  ultimate 
Disposure.  For  as  some  imperial  chord  subsists, 

Steadily  underlies  the  accidental  mists 

Of  music  springing  thence,  that  run  their  mazy  race 

Around,  and  sink,  absorbed,  back  to  the  triad  base, — 

So,  out  of  that  one  word,  each  variant  rose  and  fell 
And  left  the  same  ‘All ’s  change,  but  permanence  as  well.’ 

— Grave  note  whence — list  aloft! — harmonics  sound,  that 
mean : 
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‘Truth  inside,  and  outside,  truth  also;  and  between 
Each,  falsehood  that  is  change,  as  truth  is  permanence. 

The  individual  soul  works  through  the  shows  of  sense, 
(Which,  ever  proving  false,  still  promise  to  be  true) 

Up  to  an  outer  soul  as  individual  too; 

And,  through  the  fleeting,  lives  to  die  into  the  fixed, 

And  reach  at  length  “God,  man,  or  both  together  mixed,” 
Transparent  through  the  flesh,  by  parts  which  prove  a  whole, 
By  hints  which  make  the  soul  discernible  by  soul — 

Let  only  soul  look  up,  not  down,  not  hate  but  love, 

As  truth  successively  takes  shape,  one  grade  above 
Its  last  presentment,  tempts  as  it  were  truth  indeed 
Revealed  this  time;  so  tempts,  till  we  attain  to  read 
The  signs  aright,  and  learn,  by  failure,  truth  is  forced 
To  manifest  itself  through  falsehood ;  whence  divorced 
By  the  excepted  eye,  at  the  rare  season,  for 
The  happy  moment,  truth  instructs  us  to  abhor 
The  false,  and  prize  the  true,  obtainable  thereby. 

Then  do  we  understand  the  value  of  a  lie ; 

Its  purpose  served,  its  truth  once  safe  deposited, 

Each  lie,  superfluous  now,  leaves,  in  the  singer’s  stead, 

The  indubitable  song;  the  historic  personage 
Put  by,  leaves  prominent  the  impulse  of  his  age ; 

Truth  sets  aside  speech,  act,  time,  place,  indeed,  but  brings 
Nakedly  forward  now  the  principle  of  things 
Highest  and  least.’ 
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Wherewith  change  ends.  What  change  to  dread 
When,  disengaged  at  last  from  every  veil,  instead 
Of  type  remains  the  truth  ?  once — falsehood :  but  anon 
Theosuton  e  broteion  eper  kekramenon, 

Something  as  true  as  soul  is  true,  though  veils  between 
Prove  false  and  fleet  away.  As  I  mean,  did  he  mean, 

The  poet  whose  bird-phrase  sits,  singing  in  my  ear 
A  mystery  not  unlike  ?  What  through  the  dark  and  drear 
Brought  comfort  to  the  Titan?  Emerging  from  the  lymph, 
‘God,  man,  or  mixture’  proved  only  to  be  a  nymph: 

‘From  whom  the  clink  on  clink  of  metal’  (money,  judged 
Abundant  in  my  purse)  ‘struck’  (bumped  at,  till  it  budged) 
‘The  modesty,  her  soul’s  habitual  resident’ 

(Where  late  the  sisterhood  were  lively  in  their  tent) 
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‘As  out  of  winged  car’  (that  caravan  on  wheels) 

‘Impulsively  she  rushed,  no  slippers  to  her  heels/ 

And  ‘Fear  not,  friends  we  flock!’  soft  smiled  the  sea-Fifine — 
Primitive  of  the  veils  (if  he  meant  what  I  mean) 

The  poet’s  Titan  learned  to  lift,  ere  ‘Three-formed  Fate, 
Moirai  Trimorphoi’  stood  unmasked  the  Ultimate. 
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Enough  o’  the  dream!  You  see  how  poetry  turns  prose. 
Announcing  wonder-work,  I  dwindle  at  the  close 
Down  to  mere  commonplace  old  facts  which  everybody  knows. 
So  dreaming  disappoints!  The  fresh  and  strange  at  first, 
Soon  wears  to  trite  and  tame,  nor  warrants  the  outburst 
Of  heart  with  which  we  hail  those  heights,  at  very  brink 
Of  heaven,  whereto  one  least  of  lifts  would  lead,  we  think, 
But  wherefrom  quick  decline  conducts  our  step,  we  find, 

To  homely  earth,  old  facts  familiar  left  behind. 

Did  not  this  monument,  for  instance,  long  ago 
Say  all  it  had  to  say,  show  all  it  had  to  show, 

Nor  promise  to  do  duty  more  in  dream? 
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Awaking  so, 

What  if  we,  homeward-bound,  all  peace  and  some  fatigue, 
Trudge,  soberly  complete  our  tramp  of  near  a  league, 

Last  little  mile  which  makes  the  circuit  just,  Elvire? 

We  end  where  we  began :  that  consequence  is  clear. 

All  peace  and  some  fatigue,  wherever  we  were  nursed 
To  life,  we  bosom  us  on  death,  find  last  is  first 
And  thenceforth  final  too. 


CXXVIII 

‘  Why  final  ?  Why  the  more 

Worth  credence  now  than  when  such  truth  proved  false 
before?’ 

Because  a  novel  point  impresses  now:  each  lie 
Redounded  to  the  praise  of  man,  was  victory 
Man’s  nature  had  both  right  to  get,  and  might  to  gain, 

And  by  no  means  implied  submission  to  the  reign 
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Of  other  quite  as  real  a  nature,  that  saw  fit 
To  have  its  way  with  man,  not  man  his  way  with  it. 

This  time,  acknowledgment  and  acquiescence  quell 
Their  contrary  in  man ;  promotion  proves  as  well 
Defeat:  and  Truth,  unlike  the  False  with  Truth’s  outside, 
Neither  plumes  up  his  will  nor  puffs  him  out  with  pride. 

I  fancy,  there  must  lurk  some  cogency  i’  the  claim, 

Man,  such  abatement  made,  submits  to,  all  the  same. 

Soul  finds  no  triumph,  here,  to  register  like  Sense 
With  whom ’t  is  ask  and  have, — the  want,  the  evidence 
That  the  thing  wanted,  soon  or  late,  will  be  supplied. 

This  indeed  plumes  up  will;  this,  sure,  puffs  out  with  pride, 
When,  reading  records  right,  man’s  instincts  still  attest 
Promotion  comes  to  Sense  because  Sense  likes  it  best ; 

For  bodies  sprouted  legs,  through  a  desire  to  run: 

While  hands,  when  fain  to  filch,  got  fingers  one  by  one, 

And  nature,  that ’s  ourself,  accommodative  brings 
To  bear  that,  tired  of  legs  which  walk,  we  now  bud  wings 
Since  of  a  mind  to  fly.  Such  savour  in  the  nose 
Of  Sense,  would  stimulate  Soul  sweetly,  I  suppose, 

Soul  with  its  proper  itch  of  instinct,  prompting  clear 
To  recognize  sours  self  Soul’s  only  master  here 
Alike  from  first  to  last.  But,  if  time’s  pressure,  light’s 
Or  rather,  dark’s  approach,  wrest  thoroughly  the  rights 
Of  rule  away,  and  bid  the  soul  submissive  bear 
Another  soul  than  it  play  master  everywhere 
In  great  and  small, — this  time,  I  fancy,  none  disputes 
There ’s  something  in  the  fact  that  such  conclusion  suits 
Nowise  the  pride  of  man,  nor  yet  chimes  in  with  attributes 
Conspicuous  in  the  lord  of  nature.  He  receives 
And  not  demands — not  first  likes  faith  and  then  believes. 


CXXIX 

And  as  with  the  last  essence  so  with  its  first  faint  type. 
Inconstancy  means  raw,  ’t  is  faith  alone  means  ripe 
I’  the  soul  which  runs  its  round :  no  matter  how  it  range 
From  Helen  to  Fifine,  Elvire  bids  back  the  change 
To  permanence.  Here,  too,  love  ends  where  love  began. 
Such  ending  looks  like  law,  because  the  natural  man 
Inclines  the  other  way,  feels  lordlier  free  than  bound. 
Poor  pabulum  for  pride  when  the  first  love  is  found 
Last  also!  and,  so  far  from  realizing  gain, 
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Each  step  aside  just  proves  divergency  in  vain. 

The  wanderer  brings  home  no  profit  from  his  quest 
Beyond  the  sad  surmise  that  keeping  house  were  best 
Could  life  begin  anew.  His  problem  posed  aright 
Was — ‘From  the  given  point  evolve  the  infinite!’ 

Not — ‘Spend  thyself  in  space,  endeavouring  to  joint 
Together,  and  so  make  infinite,  point  and  point: 

Fix  into  one  Elvire  a  Fair-full  of  Fifines!’ 

Fifine,  the  foam-flake,  she:  Elvire,  the  sea’s  self,  means 
Capacity  at  need  to  shower  how  many  such ! 

And  yet  we  left  her  calm  profundity,  to  clutch 
Foam-flutter,  bell  on  bell,  that,  bursting  at  a  touch, 

Blistered  us  for  our  pains.  But  wise,  we  want  no  more 
O’  the  fickle  element.  Enough  of  foam  and  roar! 
Land-locked,  we  live  and  die  henceforth:  for  here ’s  the  villa- 
door. 


cxxx 

How  pallidly  you  pause  0’  the  threshold !  Hardly  night, 
Which  drapes  you,  ought  to  make  real  flesh  and  blood  so 
white ! 

Touch  me,  and  so  appear  alive  to  all  intents! 

Will  the  saint  vanish  from  the  sinner  that  repents  ? 

Suppose  you  are  a  ghost !  A  memory,  a  hope, 

A  fear,  a  conscience !  Quick !  Give  back  the  hand  I  grope 
I’  the  dusk  for! 


cxxxi 

That  is  well.  Our  double  horoscope 
I  cast,  while  you  concur.  Discard  that  simile 
O’  the  fickle  element !  Elvire  is  land  not  sea — 

The  solid  land,  the  safe.  All  these  word-bubbles  came 
O’  the  sea,  and  bite  like  salt.  The  unlucky  bath ’s  to  blame. 
This  hand  of  yours  on  heart  of  mine,  no  more  the  bay 
I  beat,  nor  bask  beneath  the  blue !  In  Pornic,  say, 

The  Mayor  shall  catalogue  me  duly  domiciled, 

Contributable,  good-companion  of  the  guild 
And  mystery  of  marriage.  I  stickle  for  the  town, 

And  not  this  tower  apart;  because,  though,  half-way  down, 
Its  mullions  wink  o’erwebbed  with  bloomy  greenness,  yet 
Who  mounts  to  staircase  top  may  tempt  the  parapet, 
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And  sudden  there ’s  the  sea!  No  memories  to  arouse, 

No  fancies  to  delude!  Our  honest  civic  house 
Of  the  earth  be  earthy  too ! — or  graced  perchance  with  shell 
Made  prize  of  long  ago,  picked  haply  where  the  swell 
Menaced  a  little  once — or  seaweed-branch  that  yet 
Dampens  and  softens,  notes  a  freak  of  wind,  a  fret 
Of  wave:  though,  why  on  earth  should  sea-change  mend  or 
mar 

The  calm  contemplative  householders  that  we  are? 

So  shall  the  seasons  fleet,  while  our  two  selves  abide: 

E’en  past  astonishment  how  sunrise  and  springtide 
Could  tempt  one  forth  to  swim;  the  more  if  time  appoints 
That  swimming  grow  a  task  for  one’s  rheumatic  joints. 

Such  honest  civic  house,  behold,  I  constitute 

Our  villa !  Be  but  flesh  and  blood,  and  smile  to  boot ! 

Enter  for  good  and  all !  then  fate  bolt  fast  the  door, 

Shut  you  and  me  inside,  never  to  wander  more! 


CXXXII 

Only, — you  do  not  use  to  apprehend  attack ! 

No  doubt,  the  way  I  march,  one  idle  arm,  thrown  slack 
Behind  me,  leaves  the  open  hand  defenceless  at  the  back, 
Should  an  impertinent  on  tiptoe  steal,  and  stuff 
— Whatever  can  it  be  ?  A  letter  sure  enough, 

Pushed  betwixt  palm  and  glove !  That  largess  of  a  franc  ? 

Perhaps  inconsciously, — to  better  help  the  blank 

O’  the  nest,  her  tambourine,  and,  laying  egg,  persuade 

A  family  to  follow,  the  nest-egg  that  I  laid 

May  have  contained, — but  just  to  foil  suspicious  folk, — 

Between  two  silver  whites  a  yellow  double  yolk! 

Oh,  threaten  no  farewell !  five  minutes  shall  suffice 
To  clear  the  matter  up.  I  go,  and  in  a  trice 
Return;  five  minutes  past,  expect  me!  If  in  vain — 

Why,  slip  from  flesh  and  blood,  and  play  the  ghost  again ! 
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EPILOGUE 

THE  HOUSEHOLDER 

I 

Savage  I  was  sitting  in  my  house,  late,  lone: 

Dreary,  weary  with  the  long  day’s  work: 

Head  of  me,  heart  of  me,  stupid  as  a  stone: 

Tongue-tied  now,  now  blaspheming  like  a  Turk; 

When,  in  a  moment,  just  a  knock,  call,  cry, 

Half  a  pang  and  all  a  rapture,  there  again  were  we ! — 

‘  What,  and  is  it  really  you  again  ?  ’  quoth  I : 

‘  I  again,  what  else  did  you  expect  ?  ’  quoth  She. 

II 

‘Never  mind,  hie  away  from  this  old  house — 

Every  crumbling  brick  embrowned  with  sin  and  shame! 
Quick,  in  its  corners  ere  certain  shapes  arouse ! 

Let  them — every  devil  of  the  night— lay  claim, 

Make  and  mend,  or  rap  and  rend,  for  me !  Good-bye ! 

God  be  their  guard  from  disturbance  at  their  glee, 

Till,  crash,  comes  down  the  carcass  in  a  heap!’  quoth  I: 
‘Nay,  but  there ’s  a  decency  required!’  quoth  She. 

hi 

‘Ah,  but  if  you  knew  how  time  has  dragged,  days,  nights! 

All  the  neighbour-talk  with  man  and  maid — such  men ! 

All  the  fuss  and  trouble  of  street-sounds,  window-sights: 

.411  the  worry  of  flapping  door  and  echoing  roof ;  and  then, 
All  the  fancies  .  .  .  Who  were  they  had  leave,  dared  try 
Darker  arts  that  almost  struck  despair  in  me? 

If  you  knew  but  how  I  dwelt  down  here!’  quoth  I: 

‘And  was  I  so  better  off  up  there?’  quoth  She. 

IV 

‘  Help  and  get  it  over !  Re-united  to  his  wife 

(How  draw  up  the  paper  lets  the  parish-people  know?) 
Lies  M.,  or  N.,  departed  from  this  life, 

Day  the  this  or  that,  month  and  year  the  so  and  so. 

What  i’  the  way  of  final  flourish?  Prose,  verse?  Try! 

Affliction  sore  long  time  he  bore,  or,  what  is  it  to  be  ? 

Till  God  did  please  to  grant  him  ease.  Do  end  !  ’  quoth  I : 

‘I  end  with — Love  is  all  and  Death  is  nought!’  quoth  She. 
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I 

Query  :  was  ever  a  quainter 
Crotchet  than  this  of  the  painter 
Giacomo  Pacchiarotto 
Who  took  ‘Reform’  for  his  motto? 

II 

He,  pupil  of  old  Fungaio, 

Is  always  confounded  (heigho !) 

With  Pacchia,  contemporaneous 
No  question,  but  how  extraneous 
In  the  grace  of  soul,  the  power 
Of  hand, — undoubted  dower 
Of  Pacchia  who  decked  (as  we  know. 

My  Kirkup !)  San  Bernardino, 

Turning  the  small  dark  Oratory 
To  Siena’s  Art-laboratory, 

As  he  made  its  straitness  roomy 
And  glorified  its  gloomy, 

With  Bazzi  and  Beccafumi. 

(Another  heigho  for  Bazzi : 

How  people  miscall  him  Razzi !) 

ill 

This  Painter  was  of  opinion 
Our  earth  should  be  his  dominion 
Whose  Art  could  correct  to  pattern 
What  Nature  had  slurred— the  slattern! 
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And  since,  beneath  the  heavens, 

Things  lay  now  at  sixes  and  sevens, 

Or,  as  he  said,  so-pra  sotto — 

Thought  the  painter  Pacchiarotto 
Things  wanted  reforming,  therefore. 

‘Wanted  it’ — ay,  but  wherefore? 

When  earth  held  one  so  ready 
As  he  to  step  forth,  stand  steady 
In  the  middle  of  God’s  creation 
And  prove  to  demonstration 
What  the  dark  is,  what  the  light  is, 

What  the  wrong  is,  what  the  right  i?. 

What  the  ugly,  what  the  beautiful, 

What  the  restive,  what  the  dutiful. 

In  Mankind  profuse  around  him? 

Man,  devil  as  now  he  found  him, 

Would  presently  soar  up  angel 
At  the  summons  of  such  evangel, 

And  owe — what  would  Man  not  owe 
To  the  painter  Pacchiarotto? 

Ay,  look  to  thy  laurels,  Giotto ! 

IV 

But  Man,  he  perceived,  was  stubborn. 
Grew  regular  brute,  once  cub  born; 

And  it  struck  him  as  expedient — 

Ere  he  tried  to  make  obedient 
The  wolf,  fox,  bear  and  monkey, 

By  piping  advice  in  one  key — 

That  his  pipe  should  play  a  prelude 
To  something  heaven-tinged  not  hell-hued. 
Something  not  harsh  but  docile, 

Man-liquid,  not  Man-fossil — 

Not  fact,  in  short,  but  fancy. 

By  a  laudable  necromancy 
He  would  conjure  up  ghosts — a  circle 
Deprived  of  the  means  to  work  ill 
Should  his  music  prove  distasteful 
And  pearls  to  the  swine  go  wasteful. 

To  be  rent  of  swine — that  was  hard  ! 

With  fancy  he  ran  no  hazard : 

Fact  might  knock  him  o’er  the  mazzard. 
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So,  the  painter  Tacchiarotto 
Constructed  himself  a  grotto 
In  the  quarter  of  Stalloreggi — 

As  authors  of  note  allege  ye. 

And  on  each  of  the  whitewashed  sides  of  it 
He  painted — (none  far  and  wide  so  fit 
As  he  to  perform  in  fresco) — • 

He  painted  nor  cried  quiesco 
Till  he  peopled  its  every  square  foot 
With  Man — from  the  Beggar  barefoot 
To  the  Noble  in  cap  and  feather: 

All  sorts  and  conditions  together 
The  Soldier  in  breastplate  and  helmet 
Stood  frowningly — hail  fellow  well  met — 

By  the  Priest  armed  with  bell,  book  and  candle. 

Nor  did  he  omit  to  handle 

The  Fair  Sex,  our  brave  distemperer: 

Not  merely  King,  Clown,  Pope,  Emperor — 

He  diversified  too  his  Hades 

Of  all  forms,  pinched  Labour  and  paid  Ease, 

With  as  mixed  an  assemblage  of  Ladies. 


VI 

Which  work  done,  dry, — he  rested  him, 
Cleaned  pallet,  washed  brush,  divested  him 
Of  the  apron  that  suits  frescanti, 

And,  bonnet  on  ear  stuck  jaunty, 

This  hand  upon  hip  well  planted, 

That,  free  to  wave  as  it  wanted, 

He  addressed  in  a  choice  oration 
His  folk  of  each  name  and  nation, 

Taught  its  duty  to  every  station. 

The  Pope  was  declared  an  arrant 
Impostor  at  once,  I  warrant. 

The  Emperor — truth  might  tax  him 
With  ignorance  of  the  maxim 
'Shear  sheep  but  nowise  flay  them!’ 

And  the  Vulgar  that  obey  them, 

The  Ruled,  well-matched  with  the  Ruling, 
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They  failed  not  of  wholesome  schooling 
On  their  knavery  and  their  fooling. 

As  for  Art — where ’s  decorum?  Pooh-poohed  it  is 
By  poets  that  plague  us  with  lewd  ditties, 

And  Painters  that  pester  with  nudities! 

VII 

Now,  your  rater  and  debater 
Is  baulked  by  a  mere  spectator 
Who  simply  stares  and  listens 
Tongue  tied,  while  eye  nor  glistens 
Nor  brow  grows  hot  and  twitchy, 

Nor  mouth,  for  a  combat  itchy, 

Quivers  with  some  convincing 
Reply — that  sets  him  wincing  ? 

Nay,  rather — reply  that  furnishes 
Your  debater  with  just  what  burnishes 
The  crest  of  him,  all  one  triumph, 

As  you  see  him  rise,  hear  him  cry  ‘Humph! 
Convinced  am  I  ?  This  confutes  me  ? 

Receive  the  rejoinder  that  suits  me ! 

Confutation  of  vassal  for  prince  meet — 

Wherein  all  the  powers  that  convince  meet. 

And  mash  my  opponent  to  mincemeat!’ 

VIII 

So,  off  from  his  head  flies  the  bonnet, 

His  hip  loses  hand  planted  on  it, 

While  t’other  hand,  frequent  in  gesture, 

Slinks  modestly  back  beneath  vesture. 

As,— hop,  skip  and  jump, — he ’s  along  with 
Those  weak  ones  he  late  proved  so  strong  with! 
Pope,  Emperor,  lo,  he ’s  beside  them, 

Friendly  now,  who  late  could  not  abide  them, 

King,  Clown,  Soldier,  Priest,  Noble,  Burgess; 

And  his  voice,  that  out-roared  Boanerges, 

How  minikin-mildly  it  urges 
In  accents  how  gentled  and  gingered 
Its  word  in  defence  of  the  injured! 

‘  0  call  him  not  culprit,  this  Pontiff ! 

Be  hard  on  this  Kaiser  ye  won’t  if 
Ye  take  into  con-si-der-ation 
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What  dangers  attend  elevation ! 

The  Priest — who  expects  him  to  descant 
On  duty  with  more  zeal  and  less  cant  ? 

He  preaches  but  rubbish  he  ’s  reared  in. 

The  Soldier,  grown  deaf  (by  the  mere  din 
Of  battle)  to  mercy,  learned  tippling 
And  what  not  of  vice  while  a  stripling. 

The  Lawyer — his  lies  are  conventional. 

And  as  for  the  Poor  Sort — why  mention  all 
Obstructions  that  leave  barred  and  bolted 
Access  to  the  brains  of  each  dolt-head?’ 

IX 

He  ended,  you  wager?  Not  half!  Abet? 
Precedence  to  males  in  the  alphabet ! 

Still,  disposed  of  Man’s  A,  B,  C,  there ’s  X, 

Y,  Z,  want  assistance, — the  Fair  Sex! 

How  much  may  be  said  in  excuse  of 
Those  vanities — males  see  no  use  of — 

From  silk  shoe  on  heel  to  laced  poll’s-hood! 

What ’s  their  frailty  beside  our  own  falsehood  ? 
The  boldest,  most  brazen  of  .  .  .  trumpets, 

How  kind  can  they  be  to  their  dumb  pets ! 

Of  their  charms — how  are  most  frank,  how  few 
venal ! 

While  as  for  those  charges  of  Juvenal — 

Quae  nemo  dixisset  in  toto 
Nisi  ( aedepol )  ore  illoto — 

He  dismissed  every  charge  with  an  ‘  Apage  /’ 

x 

Then,  cocking  (in  Scotch  phrase)  his  cap  a-gee, 
Right  hand  disengaged  from  the  doublet 
— Like  landlord,  in  house  he  had  sub-let 
Resuming  of  guardianship  gestion, 

To  call  tenants’  conduct  in  question — 

Hop,  skip,  jump,  to  inside  from  outside 
Of  chamber,  he  lords,  ladies,  louts  eyed 
With  such  transformation  of  visage 
As  fitted  the  censor  of  this  age. 

No  longer  an  advocate  tepid 
Of  frailty,  but  champion  intrepid 
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Of  strength,  not  of  falsehood  but  verity, 

He,  one  after  one,  with  asperity 
Stripped  bare  all  the  cant-clothed  abuses, 
Disposed  of  sophistic  excuses, 

Forced  folly  each  shift  to  abandon, 

And  left  vice  with  no  leg  to  stand  on. 

So  crushing  the  force  he  exerted, 

That  Man  at  his  foot  lay  converted ! 

XI 

True — Man  bred  of  paint-pot  and  mortar! 
But  why  suppose  folks  of  this  sort  are 
More  likely  to  hear  and  be  tractable 
Than  folks  all  alive  and,  in  fact,  able 
To  testify  promptly  by  action 
Their  ardour,  and  make  satisfaction 
For  misdeeds  non  verbis  sed  factis  i 
‘  With  folk  all  alive  be  my  practice 
Henceforward !  0  mortar,  paint-pot  0, 
Farewell  to  ye!’  cried  Pacchiarotto, 

‘  Let  only  occasion  interpose !  ’ 

XII 

It  did  so:  for,  pat  to  the  purpose 
Through  causes  I  need  not  examine, 

There  fell  upon  Siena  a  famine. 

In  vain  did  the  magistrates  busily 
Seek  succour,  fetch  grain  out  of  Sicily, 

Nay,  throw  mill  and  bakehouses  wide  open — 
Such  misery  followed  as  no  pen 
Of  mine  shall  depict  ye.  Faint,  fainter 
Waxed  hope  of  relief:  so,  our  painter, 
Emboldened  by  triumph  of  recency, 

How  could  he  do  other  with  decency 
Than  rush  in  this  strait  to  the  rescue, 

Play  schoolmaster,  point  as  with  fescue 
To  each  and  all  slips  in  Man’s  spelling 
The  law  of  the  land  ? — slips  now  telling 
With  monstrous  effect  on  the  city, 

Whose  magistrates  moved  him  to  pity 
As,  bound  to  read  law  to  the  letter, 

They  minded  their  hornbook  no  better 
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XIII 

I  ought  to  have  told  you,  at  starting, 

How  certain,  who  itched  to  be  carting 
Abuses  away  clean  and  thorough 
From  Siena,  both  province  and  borough, 

Had  formed  themselves  into  a  company 
Whose  swallow  could  bolt  in  a  lump  any 
Obstruction  of  scruple,  provoking 
The  nicer  throat’s  coughing  and  choking : 

Fit  Club,  by  as  fit  a  name  dignified 
Of  ‘Freed  Ones’ — ‘Bardotti’ — which  signified 
‘  Spare-Horses  ’  that  walk  by  the  wagon 
The  team  has  to  drudge  for  and  drag  on. 

This  notable  club  Pacchiarotto 

Had  joined  long  since,  paid  scot  and  lot  to. 

As  free  and  accepted  ‘  Bardotto.’ 

The  Bailiwick  watched  with  no  quiet  eye 
The  outrage  thus  done  to  society, 

And  noted  the  advent  especially 
Of  Pachiarotto  their  fresh  ally. 

XIV 

These  Spare-Horses  forthwith  assembled : 
Neighed  words  whereat  citizens  trembled 
As  oft  as  the  chiefs,  in  the  Square  by 
The  Duomo,  proposed  a  way  whereby 
The  city  were  cured  of  disaster. 

‘  Just  substitute  servant  for  master, 

Make  Poverty  Wealth  and  Wealth  Poverty, 
Unloose  Man  from  overt  and  covert  tie, 

And  straight  out  of  social  confusion 

True  Order  would  spring!’  Brave  illusion — 

Aims  heavenly  attained  by  means  earthy ! 

xv 

Off  to  these  at  full  speed  rushed  our  worthy, — 
Brain  practised  and  tongue  no  less  tutored, 

In  argument’s  armour  accoutred, — 

Sprang  forth,  mounted  rostrum  and  essayed 
Proposals  like  those  to  which  ‘Yes’  said 
So  glibly  each  personage  painted 
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O’  the  wall-side  wherewith  you  ’re  acquainted. 
He  harangued  on  the  faults  of  the  Bailiwick: 

‘  Red  soon  were  our  State-candle’s  paly  wick. 

If  wealth  would  become  but  interfluous, 

Fill  voids  up  with  just  the  superfluous; 

If  ignorance  gave  way  to  knowledge 
— Not  pedantry  picked  up  at  college 
From  Doctors,  Professors  et  caetera — 

( They  say:  “ kai  ta  loipa” — like  better  a 
Long  Greek  string  of  kappas,  taus,  lambdas, 
Tacked  on  to  the  tail  of  each  damned  ass)— 
No  knowledge  we  want  of  this  quality, 

But  knowledge  indeed — practicality 
Through  insight’s  fine  universality ! 

If  you  shout  “  Bailiffs ,  out  on  ye  all!  Fie , 

Thou  Chief  of  our  forces,  Amalfi, 

Who  shieldest  the  rogue  and  the  clotpoll 1” 

If  you  pounce  on  and  poke  out,  with  what  pole 
I  leave  ye  to  fancy,  our  Siena’s 
Beast-litter  of  sloths  and  hyenas — ’ 

(Whoever  to  scan  this  is  ill  able 
Forgets  the  town’s  name ’s  a  disyllable) 

‘  If,  this  done,  ye  did — as  ye  might— place 
For  once  the  right  man  in  the  right  place, 

If  you  listened  to  me  .  .  .  ’ 


XVI 

At  which  last  ‘If’ 

There  flew  at  his  throat  like  a  mastiff 
One  Spare-Horse— another  and  another! 

Such  outbreak  of  tumult  and  pother, 

Horse-faces  a-laughing  and  fleering, 

Horse-voices  a-mocking  and  jeering, 

Horse-hands  raised  to  collar  the  caitiff 
Whose  impudence  ventured  the  late  ‘If’ — 

That,  had  not  fear  sent  Pacchiarotto 
Off  tramping,  as  fast  as  could  trot  toe. 

Away  from  the  scene  of  discomfiture — 

Had  he  stood  there  stock-still  in  a  dumb  fit — sure 
Am  I  he  had  paid  in  his  person 
Till  his  mother  might  fail  to  know  her  son, 
Though  she  gazed  on  him  never  so  wistful, 


So 


PACCHIAROTTO 


In  the  figure  so  tattered  and  tristful. 

Each  mouth  full  of  curses,  each  fist  full 
Of  cuffings — behold,  Pacchiarotto, 

The  pass  which  thy  project  has  got  to, 

Of  trusting,  nigh  ashes  still  hot — tow ! 

(The  paraphrase — which  I  much  need — is 
From  Horace  ‘per  ignes  incedis.’) 

XVII 

Right  and  left  did  he  dash  helter-skelter 
In  agonized  search  of  a  shelter. 

No  purlieu  so  blocked  and  no  alley 
So  blind  as  allowed  him  to  rally 
His  spirits  and  see — nothing  hampered 
His  steps  if  he  trudged  and  not  scampered 
Up  here  and  down  there  in  a  city 
That ’s  all  ups  and  downs,  more  the  pity 
For  folk  who  would  outrun  the  constable. 

At  last  he  stopped  short  at  the  one  stable 
And  sure  place  of  refuge  that ’s  offered 
Humanity.  Lately  was  coffered 
A  corpse  in  its  sepulchre,  situate 
By  St  John’s  Observance.  ‘Habituate 
Thyself  to  the  strangest  of  bedfellows, 

And,  kicked  by  the  live,  kiss  the  dead  fellows!’ 
So  Misery  counselled  the  craven. 

At  once  he  crept  safely  to  haven 

Through  a  hole  left  unbricked  in  the  structure. 

Ay,  Misery,  in  have  you  tucked  your 

Poor  client  and  left  him  conterminous 

With — pah! — the  thing  fetid  and  verminous! 

(I  gladly  would  spare  you  the  detail, 

But  History  writes  what  I  retail.) 

XVIII 

Two  days  did  he  groan  in  his  domicile: 
‘Good  Saints,  set  me  free  and  I  promise  I  ’ll 
Abjure  all  ambition  of  preaching 
Change,  whether  to  minds  touched  by  teaching 
— The  smooth  folk  of  fancy,  mere  figments 
Created  by  plaster  and  pigments, — 

Or  to  minds  that  receive  with  such  rudeness 
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Dissuasion  from  pride,  greed  and  lewdness, 

— The  rough  folk  of  fact,  life’s  true  specimens 
Of  mind — “haud  in  posse  sed  esse  mens” 

As  it  was,  is,  and  shall  be  for  ever 
Despite  of  my  utmost  endeavour. 

O  live  foes  I  thought  to  illumine, 

Henceforth  lie  untroubled  your  gloom  in! 

I  need  my  own  light,  every  spark,  as 
I  couch  with  this  sole  friend — a  carcase!’ 

XIX 

Two  days  thus  he  maundered  and  rambled; 
Then,  starved  back  to  sanity,  scrambled 
From  out  his  receptacle  loathsome. 

‘  A  spectre !  ’ — declared  upon  oath  some 
Who  saw  him  emerge  and  (appalling 
To  mention)  his  garments  a-crawling 
With  plagues  far  beyond  the  Egyptian. 

He  gained,  in  a  state  past  description 
A  convent  of  monks,  the  Observancy. 

xx 

Thus  far  is  a  fact :  I  reserve  fancy 
For  Fancy’s  more  proper  employment: 

And  now  she  waves  wing  with  enjoyment, 

To  tell  ye  how  preached  the  Superior 
When  somewhat  our  painter’s  exterior 
Was  sweetened.  He  needed  (no  mincing 
The  matter)  much  soaking  and  rinsing, 

Nay,  rubbing  with  drugs  odoriferous, 

Till,  rid  of  his  garments  pestiferous 
And  robed  by  the  help  of  the  Brotherhood 
In  odds  and  ends, — this  gown  and  t’  other  hood, — 
His  empty  inside  first  well-garnished, — 

He  delivered  a  tale  round,  unvarnished. 

XXI 

‘Ah,  Youth!’  ran  the  Abbot’s  admonishment, 

‘  Thine  error  scarce  moves  my  astonishment. 

For — why  shall  I  shrink  from  asserting? — 

Myself  have  had  hopes  of  converting 
The  foolish  to  wisdom,  till,  sober, 
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My  life  found  its  May  grow  October. 

I  talked  and  I  wrote,  but,  one  morning, 

Life’s  Autumn  bore  fruit  in  this  warning : 

“Let  tongue  rest,  and  quiet  thy  quill  be! 

Earth  is  earth  and  not  heaven,  and  ne’er  will  be." 
Man’s  work  is  to  labour  and  leaven — 

As  best  he  may — earth  here  with  heaven  ; 

’T  is  work  for  work’s  sake  that  he ’s  needing : 

Let  him  work  on  and  on  as  if  speeding 
Work’s  end,  but  not  dream  of  succeeding! 
Because  if  success  were  intended, 

Why,  heaven  would  begin  ere  earth  ended. 

A  Spare-Horse?  Be  rather  a  thill-horse, 

Or — what ’s  the  plain  truth — just  a  mill-horse! 
Earth ’s  a  mill  where  we  grind  and  wear  mufflers 
A  whip  awaits  shirkers  and  shufflers 
Who  slacken  their  pace,  sick  of  lugging 
At  what  don’t  advance  for  their  tugging. 

Though  round  goes  the  mill,  we  must  still  post 
On  and  on  as  if  moving  the  mill-post. 

So,  grind  away,  mouth-wise  and  pen- wise, 

Do  all  that  we  can  to  make  men  wise ! 

And  if  men  prefer  to  be  foolish, 

Ourselves  have  proved  horse-like  not  mulish: 
Sent  grist,  a  good  sackful,  to  hopper, 

And  worked  as  the  Master  thought  proper. 
Tongue  I  wag,  pen  I  ply,  who  am  Abbot; 

Stick  thou,  Son,  to  daub-brush  and  dab-pot ! 
But,  soft !  I  scratch  hard  on  the  scab  hot  ? 
Though  cured  of  thy  plague,  there  may  linger 
A  pimple  I  fray  with  rough  finger? 

So  soon  could  my  homily  transmute 

Thy  brass  into  gold?  Why,  the  man ’s  mute!’ 

XXII 

‘Ay,  Father,  I ’m  mute  with  admiring 
How  Nature’s  indulgence  untiring 
Still  bids  us  turn  deaf  ear  to  Reason’s 
Best  rhetoric — clutch  at  all  seasons 
And  hold  fast  to  what ’s  proved  untenable ! 

Thy  maxim  is — Man ’s  not  amenable 
To  argument:  whereof  by  consequence — 
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Thine  arguments  reach  me :  a  non-sequence ! 

Yet  blush  not  discouraged,  O  Father! 

I  stand  unconverted,  the  rather 
That  nowise  I  need  a  conversion. 

No  live  man  (I  cap  thy  assertion) 

By  argument  ever  could  take  hold 

Of  me.  ’T  was  the  dead  thing,  the  clay-cold, 

Which  grinned  “Art  thou  so  in  a  hurry 
That  out  of  warm  light  thou  must  skurry 
And  join  me  down  here  in  the  dungeon 
Because,  above,  one ’s  Jack  and  one — John, 

One  ’s  swift  in  the  race,  one — a  hobbler, 

One  ’s  a  crowned  king,  and  one — a  capped  cobbler, 

Rich  and  poor,  sage  and  fool,  virtuous,  vicious? 

Why  complain?  Art  thou  so  unsuspicious 

That  all ’s  for  an  hour  of  essaying 

Who ’s  fit  and  who ’s  unfit  for  playing 

His  part  in  the  after- construction 

— Heaven's  Piece  whereof  Earth's  the  Induction? 

Things  rarely  go  smooth  at  Rehearsal. 

Wait  patient  the  change  universal, 

And  act,  and  let  act,  in  existence  1 

For,  as  thou  art  clapped  hence  or  hissed  hence, 

Thou  hast  thy  promotion  or  otherwise. 

And  why  must  wise  thou  have  thy  brother  wise 
Because  in  rehearsal  thy  cue  be 
To  shine  by  the  side  of  a  booby? 

No  polishing  garnet  to  ruby! 

All 's  well  that  ends  well — through  Art’s  magic 
Some  end,  whether  comic  or  tragic, 

The  Artist  has  purposed,  be  certain! 

Explained  at  the  fall  of  the  curtain — 

In  showing  thy  wisdom  at  odds  with 
That  folly  :  he  tries  men  and  gods  with 
No  problem  for  weak  wits  to  solve  meant, 

But  one  worth  such  Author's  evolvement. 

So,  back  nor  disturb  play's  production 
By  giving  thy  brother  instruction 
To  throw  up  his  fool'  s-part  allotted! 

Lest  haply  thyself  prove  besotted 
When  striptjor  thy  pains,  of  that  costume 
Of  sage,  which  has  bred  the  imposthume 
1  prick  to  relieve  thee  of, — Vanity!” 
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XXIII 

‘So,  Father,  behold  me  in  sanity! 

I ’m  back  to  the  palette  and  mahlstick : 

And  as  for  Man — let  each  and  all  stick 
To  what  was  prescribed  them  at  starting 
Once  planted  as  fools — no  departing 
From  folly  one  inch,  saeculorum 
In  saeculal  Pass  me  the  jorum. 

And  push  me  the  platter — my  stomach 
Retains,  through  its  fasting,  still  some  ache — 
And  then,  with  your  kind  Benedicite, 
Good-bye!’ 


XXIV 

I  have  told  with  simplicity 
My  tale,  dropped  those  harsh  analytics, 

And  tried  to  content  you,  my  critics, 

Who  greeted  my  early  uprising ! 

I  knew  you  through  all  the  disguising, 

Droll  dogs,  as  I  jumped  up,  cried  ‘  Heyday ! 
This  Monday  is — what  else  but  May-day  ? 

And  these  in  the  drabs,  blues  and  yellows, 

Are  surely  the  privileged  fellows. 

So,  saltbox  and  bones,  tongs  and  bellows,’ 

(I  threw  up  the  window)  ‘your  pleasure?’ 

xxv 

Then  he  who  directed  the  measure— 

An  old  friend — put  leg  forward  nimbly, 

‘We  critics  as  sweeps  out  your  chimbly! 

Much  soot  to  remove  from  your  flue,  sir! 

Who  spares  coal  in  kitchen  an’t  you,  sir! 

And  neighbours  complain  it ’s  no  joke,  sir, 

— You  ought  to  consume  your  own  smoke,  sir 

XXVI 

Ah,  rogues,  but  my  housemaid  suspects  you 
Is  confident  oft  she  detects  you 
In  bringing  more  filth  into  my  house 
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Than  ever  you  found  there !  I ’m  pious 
However:  ’t  was  God  made  you  dingy 
And  me — with  no  need  to  be  stingy 
Of  soap,  when ’t  is  sixpence  the  packet. 

So,  dance  away,  boys,  dust  my  jacket, 

Bang  drum  and  blow  fife — ay,  and  rattle 
Your  brushes,  for  that ’s  half  the  battle! 

Don’t  trample  the  grass, — hocus-pocus 
With  grime  my  Spring  snowdrop  and  crocus, — 
And,  what  with  your  rattling  and  tinkling, 

Who  knows  but  you  give  me  an  inkling 
How  music  sounds,  thanks  to  the  jangle 
Of  regular  drum  and  triangle? 

Whereby,  tap-tap,  chink-chink,  ’t  is  proven 
I  break  rule  as  bad  as  Beethoven. 

‘That  chord  now — a  groan  or  a  grunt  is ’t? 
Schumann’s  self  was  no  worse  contrapuntist. 

No  ear!  or  if  ear,  so  tough-gristled — 

He  thought  that  he  sung  while  he  whistled !  ’ 

XXVII 

So,  this  time  I  whistle,  not  sing  at  all, 

My  story,  the  largess  I  fling  at  all 
And  every  the  rough  there  whose  aubade 
Did  its  best  to  amuse  me, — not  so  bad ! 

Take  my  thanks,  pick  up  largess,  and  scamper 
Off  free,  ere  your  mirth  gets  a  damper ! 

You ’ve  Monday,  your  one  day,  your  fun-day, 
While  mine  is  a  year  that ’s  all  Sunday. 

I ’ve  seen  you,  times — who  knows  how  many!— 
Dance  in  here,  strike  up,  play  the  zany, 

Make  mouths  at  the  tenant,  hoot  warning 
You  ’ll  find  him  decamped  next  May-morning ; 
Then  scuttle  away,  glad  to  ’scape  hence 
With— kicks?  no,  but  laughter  and  ha’pence! 
Mine ’s  freehold,  by  grace  of  the  grand  Lord 
Who  lets  out  the  ground  here,— my  landlord : 

To  him  I  pay  quit-rent— devotion;  . 

Nor  hence  shall  I  budge,  I ’ve  a  notion, 

Nay,  here  shall  my  whistling  and  singing 
Set  all  his  street’s  echoes  a-ringing 
Long  after  the  last  of  your  number 
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Has  ceased  my  front-court  to  encumber 
While,  treading  down  rose  and  ranunculus, 

You  Tommy-rnake-room-for-your-Uncle  us! 

Troop,  all  of  you — man  or  homunculus, 

Quick  march !  for  Xanthippe,  my  housemaid. 

If  once  on  your  pates  she  a  souse  made 
With  what,  pan  or  pot,  bowl  or  skoramis 
First  comes  to  her  hand— things  were  more  amiss ! 
I  would  not  for  worlds  be  your  place  in— 
Recipient  of  slops  from  the  basin ! 

You,  Jack-in-the-Green,  leaf-and-twiggishness 
Won’t  save  a  dry  thread  on  your  priggishness! 
While  as  for  Quilp-Hop-o’-my-thumb  there, 
Banjo-Byron  that  twangs  the  strum-strum  there— 
He  ’ll  think,  as  the  pickle  he  curses, 

I ’ve  discharged  on  his  pate  his  own  verses ! 

*  Dwarfs  are  saucy,’  says  Dickens :  so,  sauced  in 
Your  own  sauce,  .  .  T 


XXVIII 

But,  back  to  my  Knight  of  the  Pencil, 

Dismissed  to  his  fresco  and  stencil ! 

Whose  story — begun  with  a  chuckle, 

And  throughout  timed  by  raps  of  the  knuckle, — 

To  small  enough  purpose  were  studied 

If  it  ends  with  crown  cracked  or  nose  bloodied. 

Come,  critics, — not  shake  hands,  excuse  me ! 

But — say  have  you  grudged  to  amuse  me 
This  once  in  the  forty-and-over 
Long  years  since  you  trampled  my  clover 
And  scared  from  my  house-eaves  each  sparrow 
I  never  once  harmed  by  that  arrow 
Of  song,  karterotaton  belos, 

(Which  Pindar  declares  the  true  melos) 

I  was  forging  and  filing  and  finishing, 

And  no  whit  my  labours  diminishing 
Because,  though  high  up  in  a  chamber 
Where  none  of  your  kidney  may  clamber 

*  No,  please!  For 

‘  Who  would  be  satirical 

On  a  thing  so  very  small?’— Printer’s  Devil. 
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Your  hullabaloo  would  approach  me? 

W  as  it  ‘grammar’  wherein  you  would  ‘coach’  me — 
You, — pacing  in  even  that  paddock 
Of  language  allotted  you  ad  hoc, 

With  a  clog  at  your  fetlocks, — you — scorners 
Of  me  free  of  all  its  four  corners  ? 

Was  it  ‘clearness  of  words  which  convey  hought’? 

Ay,  if  words  never  needed  enswathe  aught 

But  ignorance,  impudence,  envy 

And  malice — what  word-swathe  would  then  vie 

With  yours  for  a  clearness  crystalline  ? 

But  had  you  put  to  in  one  small  line 
Some  thought  big  and  bouncing — as  noddle 
Of  goose,  bom  to  cackle  and  waddle 
And  bite  at  man’s  heel  as  goose-wont  is, 

Never  felt  plague  its  puny  osfrontis — 

You ’d  know,  as  you  hissed,  spat  and  sputtered, 

Clear  cackle  is  easily  uttered ! 

XXIX 

Lo,  I  ’ve  laughed  out  my  laugh  on  this  mirth-day ! 
Beside,  at  week’s  end,  dawns  my  birth-day, 

That  hebdome,  hieron  emar — 

(More  things  in  a  day  than  you  deem  are !) 

— T ei  gar  Apollona  chrusaora 
Egeinato  Leto.  So,  grey  or  ray 
Betide  me,  six  days  hence,  I ’m  vexed  here 
By  no  sweep,  that ’s  certain,  till  next  year! 

‘Vexed?’ — roused  from  what  else  were  insipid  ease! 
Leave  snoring  a-bed  to  Pheidippides ! 

We  ’ll  up  and  work!  won’t  we,  Euripides? 
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The  figure  that  thou  here  seest  .  .  .  Tut! 

Was  it  for  gentle  Shakespeare  put? 

B.  Jonson. 


I 

I- — ‘Next  Poet?’  No,  my  hearties, 

I  nor  am  nor  fain  would  be ! 

Choose  your  chiefs  and  pick  your  parties 
Not  one  soul  revolt  to  me! 

I,  forsooth,  sow  song-sedition? 

I,  a  schism  in  verse  provoke? 

I,  blown  up  by  bard’s  ambition, 

Burst — your  bubble-king?  You  joke. 

ii 

Come,  be  grave !  The  sherris  mantling 
Still  about  each  mouth,  mayhap, 
Breeds  you  insight — just  a  scantling — 
Brings  me  truth  out — just  a  scrap. 
Look  and  tell  me !  Written,  spoken, 
Here ’s  my  life-long  work :  and  where 
— Where ’s  your  warrant  or  my  token 
I ’m  the  dead  king’s  son  and  heir? 

hi 

Here ’s  my  work :  does  work  discover — • 
What  was  rest  from  work — my  life? 
Did  I  live  man’s  hater,  lover? 

Leave  the  world  at  peace,  at  strife? 
Call  earth  ugliness  or  beauty? 

See  things  there  in  large  or  small? 

Use  to  pay  its  Lord  my  duty? 

Use  to  own  a  lord  at  all? 

IV 

Blank  of  such  a  record,  truly 
Here ’s  the  work  I  hand,  this  scroll, 


(A  dap‘,ed.) 
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Yours  to  take  or  leave;  as  duly, 

Mine  remains  the  unproffered  soul. 

So  much,  no  whit  more,  my  debtors — 
How  should  one  like  me  lay  claim 
To  that  largess  elders,  betters 

Sell  you  cheap  their  souls  for — fame  ? 

v 

Which  of  you  did  I  enable 
Once  to  slip  inside  my  breast, 

There  to  catalogue  and  label 

What  I  like  least,  what  love  best, 
Hope  and  fear,  believe  and  doubt  of, 
Seek  and  shun,  respect — deride  ? 

Who  has  right  to  make  a  rout  of 
Rarities  he  found  inside? 

VI 

Rarities  or,  as  he ’d  rather, 

Rubbish  such  as  stocks  his  own: 
Need  and  greed  (0  strange)  the  Father 
Fashioned  not  for  him  alone! 

Whence — the  comfort  set  a-strutting, 
Whence — the  outcry  ‘  Haste,  behold ! 
Bard’s  breast  open  wide,  past  shutting, 
Shows  what  brass  we  took  for  gold!’ 

VII 

Friends,  I  doubt  not  he ’d  display  you 
Brass — myself  call  orichalc, — 
Furnish  much  amusement;  pray  you 
Therefore,  be  content  I  baulk 
Him  and  you,  and  bar  my  portal ! 

Here ’s  my  work  outside:  opine 
What ’s  inside  me  mean  and  mortal ! 
Take  your  pleasure,  leave  me  mine! 

VIII 

Which  is — not  to  buy  your  laurel 
As  last  king  did,  nothing  loth. 

Tale  adorned  and  pointed  moral 
Gained  him  praise  and  pity  both. 
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Out  rushed  sighs  and  groans  by  dozens. 
Forth  by  scores  oaths,  curses  flew: 
Proving  you  were  cater-cousins, 

Kith  and  kindred,  king  and  you! 

IX 

Whereas  do  I  ne’er  so  little 
(Thanks  to  sherris)  leave  ajar 
Bosom’s  gate — no  jot  nor  tittle 
Grow  we  nearer  than  we  are. 

Sinning,  sorrowing,  despairing, 
Body-ruined,  spirit-wrecked, — 

Should  I  give  my  woes  an  airing, — 

Where ’s  one  plague  that  claims  respect  ? 


x 

Have  you  found  your  life  distasteful? 

My  life  did,  and  does,  smack  sweet. 

Was  your  youth  of  pleasure  wasteful? 

Mine  I  saved  and  hold  complete. 

Do  your  joys  with  age  diminish? 

When  mine  fail  me,  I  ’ll  complain. 

Must  in  death  your  daylight  finish  ? 

My  sun  sets  to  rise  again. 

XI 

What,  like  you,  he  proved — your  Pilgrim — 
This  our  world  a  wilderness, 

Earth  still  grey  and  heaven  still  grim. 

Not  a  hand  there  his  might  press, 

Not  a  heart  his  own  might  throb  to, 

Men  all  rogues  and  women — say, 

Dolls  which  boys’  heads  duck  and  bob  to, 
Grown  folk  drop  or  throw  away? 

XII 

My  experience  being  other, 

How  should  I  contribute  verse 
Worthy  of  your  king  and  brother? 
Balaam-like  I  bless,  not  curse. 
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I  find  earth  not  grey  but  rosy, 

Heaven  not  grim  but  fair  of  hue. 

Do  I  stoop?  I  pluck  a  posy. 

Do  I  stand  and  stare?  All ’s  blue. 

XIII 

Doubtless  I  am  pushed  and  shoved  by 
Rogues  and  fools  enough:  the  more 
Good  luck  mine,  I  love,  am  loved  by 
Some  few  honest  to  the  core. 

Scan  the  near  high,  scout  the  far  low ! 

‘But  the  low  come  close’:  what  then? 
Simpleton  ?  My  match  is  Marlowe; 
Sciolists  ?  My  mate  is  Ben. 

XIV 

Womankind — ‘the  cat-like  nature, 

False  and  fickle,  vain  and  weak’ — 
What  of  this  sad  nomenclature 
Suits  my  tongue,  if  I  must  speak? 

Does  the  sex  invite,  repulse  so, 

Tempt,  betray,  by  fits  and  starts? 

So  becalm  but  to  convulse  so, 

Decking  heads  and  breaking  hearts? 

xv 

Well  may  you  blaspheme  at  fortune! 

I  ‘threw  Venus’  (Ben,  expound!) 

Never  did  I  need  importune 
Her,  of  all  the  Olympian  round. 
Blessings  on  my  benefactress ! 

Cursings  suit — for  aught  I  know — 
Those  who  twitched  her  by  the  back  tress, 
Tugged  and  thought  to  turn  her — so ! 

XVI 

Therefore,  since  no  leg  to  stand  on 
Thus  I ’m  left  with, — joy  or  grief 
Be  the  issue, — I  abandon 

Hope  or  care  you  name  me  Chief ! 


AT  THE  ‘MERMAID’ 

Chief  and  king  and  Lord’s  anointed, 

I  ? — who  never  once  have  wished 
Death  before  the  day  appointed : 

Lived  and  liked,  not  poohed  and  pished  ? 

XVII 

‘  Ah,  but  so  I  shall  not  enter, 

Scroll  in  hand,  the  common  heart — 

Stopped  at  surface:  since  at  centre 

Song  should  reach  IVelt-schmerz,  world-smart 
*  Enter  in  the  heart  ?  ’  Its  shelly 
Cuirass  guard  mine,  fore  and  aft ! 

Such  song  ‘enters  in  the  belly 
And  is  cast  out  in  the  draught.’ 

XVIII 

Back  then  to  our  sherris-brewage ! 

‘Kingship’ quotha?  I  shall  wait — 

Waive  the  present  time:  some  new  age  .  .  . 

But  let  fools  anticipate ! 

Meanwhile  greet  me — ‘  friend,  good  fellow, 
Gentle  Will,’  my  merry  men ! 

As  for  making  Envy  yellow 

With  ‘Next  Poet’ — (Manners,  Ben!) 
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Shall  I  sonnet-sing  you  about  myself? 

Do  I  live  in  a  house  you  would  like  to  see? 
Is  it  scant  of  gear,  has  it  store  of  pelf? 

‘Unlock  my  heart  with  a  sonnet-key? 

ii 

Invite  the  world,  as  my  betters  have  done? 

‘Take  notice:  this  building  remains  on  view, 
Its  suites  of  reception  every  one, 

Its  private  apartment  and  bedroom  too; 
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hi 

‘For  a  ticket,  apply  to  the  Publisher.’ 

No:  thanking  the  public,  I  must  decline. 

A  peep  through  my  window,  if  folk  prefer; 

But,  please  you,  no  foot  over  threshold  of  mine ! 

IV 

I  have  mixed  with  a  crowd  and  heard  free  talk 
In  a  foreign  land  where  an  earthquake  chanced : 
And  a  house  stood  gaping,  nought  to  baulk 
Man’s  eye  wherever  he  gazed  or  glanced. 

v 

The  whole  of  the  frontage  shaven  sheer, 

The  inside  gaped :  exposed  to  day, 

Right  and  wrong  and  common  and  queer, 

Bare,  as  the  palm  of  your  hand,  it  lay. 

vi 

The  owner?  Oh,  he  had  been  crushed,  no  doubt! 

‘  Odd  tables  and  chairs  for  a  man  of  wealth ! 
What  a  parcel  of  musty  old  books  about ! 

He  smoked, — no  wonder  he  lost  his  health ! 

VII 

‘  I  doubt  if  he  bathed  before  he  dressed. 

A  brasier? — the  pagan,  he  burned  perfumes! 
You  see  it  is  proved,  what  the  neighbours  guessed: 
His  wife  and  himself  had  separate  rooms.’ 

VIII 

Friends,  the  goodman  of  the  house  at  least 

Kept  house  to  himself  till  an  earthquake  came: 
’T  is  the  fall  of  its  frontage  permits  you  feast 
On  the  inside  arrangement  you  praise  or  blame. 

IX 

Outside  should  suffice  for  evidence: 

And  whoso  desires  to  penetrate 
Deeper,  must  dive  by  the  spirit-sense — 

No  optics  like  yours,  at  any  rate! 
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‘  Hoity  toity !  A  street  to  explore, 

Your  house  the  exception!  “  With  this  same  key 
Shakespeare  unlocked  his  heart,”  once  more!’ 

Did  Shakespeare?  If  so,  the  less  Shakespeare  he! 
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I 

So,  friend,  your  shop  was  all  your  house ! 

Its  front,  astonishing  the  street, 

Invited  view  from  man  and  mouse 
To  what  diversity  of  treat 
Behind  its  glass — the  single  sheet ! 

n 

What  gimcracks,  genuine  Japanese: 

Gape-jaw  and  goggle-eye,  the  frog ; 
Dragons,  owls,  monkeys,  beetles,  geese; 
Some  crush-nosed  human-hearted  dog  : 
Queer  names,  too,  such  a  catalogue ! 

in 

I  thought  ‘And  he  who  ov/ns  the  wealth 
Which  blocks  the  window’s  vastitude, 

— Ah,  could  I  peep  at  him  by  stealth 
Behind  his  ware,  pass  shop,  intrude 
On  house  itself,  what  scenes  were  viewed ! 

IV 

‘If  wide  and  showy  thus  the  shop, 

What  must  the  habitation  prove  ? 

The  true  house  with  no  name  a-top — 

The  mansion,  distant  one  remove, 

Once  get  him  off  his  traffic-groove ! 
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v 

‘Pictures  he  likes,  or  books  perhaps; 

And  as  for  buying  most  and  best, 

Commend  me  to  these  City  chaps ! 

Or  else  he ’s  social,  takes  his  rest 
On  Sundays,  with  a  Lord  for  guest. 

VI 

‘  Some  suburb-palace,  parked  about 
And  gated  grandly,  built  last  year: 

The  four-mile  walk  to  keep  off  gout; 

Or  big  seat  sold  by  bankrupt  peer: 

But  then  he  takes  the  rail,  that ’s  clear. 

VII 

‘  Or  stop !  I  wager,  taste  selects 

Some  out  o’  the  way,  some  all-unknown 
Retreat :  the  neighbourhood  suspects 
Little  that  he  who  rambles  lone 
Makes  Rothschild  tremble  on  his  throne!’ 

VIII 

Nowise !  Nor  Mayfair  residence 
Fit  to  receive  and  entertain, — 

Nor  Hampstead  villa’s  kind  defence 

From  noise  and  crowd,  from  dust  and  drain, — 
Nor  country-box  was  soul’s  domain! 

ix 

Nowise !  At  back  of  all  that  spread 
Of  merchandize,  woe ’s  me,  I  find 
A  hole  i’  the  wall  where,  heels  by  head, 

The  owner  couched,  his  ware  behind, 

— In  cupboard  suited  to  his  mind. 

x 

For  why?  He  saw  no  use  of  life 
But,  while  he  drove  a  roaring  trade, 

To  chuckle  ‘Customers  are  rife!’ 

To  chafe  ‘So  much  hard  cash  outlaid 
Yet  zero  in  my  profits  made! 
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xi 

‘  This  novelty  costs  pains,  but — takes  ? 

Cumbers  my  counter !  Stock  no  more ! 

This  article,  no  such  great  shakes, 

Fizzes  like  wildfire?  Underscore 

The  cheap  thing — thousands  to  the  fore !  ’ 

XII 

’T  was  lodging  best  to  live  most  nigh 
(Cramp,  coffinlike  as  crib  might  be) 

Receipt  of  Custom ;  ear  and  eye 
Wanted  no  outworld :  ‘  Hear  and  see 
The  bustle  in  the  shop !  ’  quoth  he. 

XIII 

My  fancy  of  a  merchant-prince 

Was  different.  Through  his  wares  we  groped 
Our  darkling  way  to — not  to  mince 
The  matter — no  black  den  where  moped 
The  master  if  we  interloped ! 

XIV 

Shop  was  shop  only:  household-stuff? 

What  did  he  want  with  comforts  there? 
‘Walls,  ceiling,  floor,  stay  blank  and  rough, 

So  goods  on  sale  show  rich  and  rare ! 

“Sell  and  scud  home ”  be  shop’s  affair!’ 

/ 

XV 

What  might  he  deal  in?  Gems,  suppose! 

Since  somehow  business  must  be  done 
At  cost  of  trouble, — see,  he  throws 
You  choice  of  jewels,  everyone, 

Good,  better,  best,  star,  moon  and  sun! 

XVI 

Which  lies  within  your  power  of  purse? 

This  ruby  that  would  tip  aright 
Solomon’s  sceptre?  Oh,  your  nurse 
Wants  simply  coral,  the  delight 
Of  teething  baby, — stuff  to  bite ! 
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xvii 

Howe’er  your  choice  fell,  straight  you  took 
Your  purchase,  prompt  your  money  rang 

On  counter,— scarce  the  man  forsook 
His  study  of  the  ‘Times,’  just  swang 
Till-ward  his  hand  that  stopped  the  clang, — 

XVIII 

Then  off  made  buyer  with  a  prize, 

Then  seller  to  his  ‘Times’  returned 

And  so  did  day  wear,  wear,  till  eyes 
Brightened  apace,  for  rest  was  earned : 

He  locked  door  long  ere  candle  burned. 

XIX 

And  whither  went  he?  Ask  himself, 

Not  me!  To  change  of  scene,  I  think. 

Once  sold  the  ware  and  pursed  the  pelf, 

Chaffer  was  scarce  his  meat  and  drink, 

Nor  all  his  music — money-chink. 


xx 

Because  a  man  has  shop  to  mind 

In  time  and  place,  since  flesh  must  live, 
Needs  spirit  lack  all  life  behind, 

All  stray  thoughts,  fancies  fugitive, 

All  loves  except  what  trade  can  give? 

xxi 

I  want  to  know  a  butcher  paints, 

A  baker  rhymes  for  his  pursuit, 
Candlestick-maker  much  acquaints 
His  soul  with  song,  or,  haply  mute, 

Blows  out  his  brains  upon  the  flute! 

XXII 

But — shop  each  day  and  all  day  long ! 

Friend,  your  good  angel  slept,  your  star 
Suffered  eclipse,  fate  did  you  wrong ! 

From  where  these  sorts  of  treasures  are, 
There  should  our  hearts  be — Christ,  how  far ! 
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i 

Over  the  ball  of  it, 

Peering  and  prying, 

How  I  see  all  of  it, 

Life  there,  outlying ! 
Roughness  and  smoothness, 
Shine  and  defilement. 

Grace  and  uncouthness: 

One  reconcilement. 

II 

Orbed  as  appointed, 

Sister  with  brother 
Joins,  ne’er  disjointed 
One  from  the  other. 

All ’s  lend-and-borrow ; 

Good,  see,  wants  evil, 

Joy  demands  sorrow, 

Angel  weds  devil ! 

in 

‘Which  things  must — why  be?’ 

Vain  our  endeavour! 

So  shall  things  aye  be 
As  they  were  ever. 

‘Such  things  should  so  be!’ 

Sage  our  desistence ! 
Rough-smooth  let  globe  be, 
Mixed — man’s  existence ! 

IV 

Man — wise  and  foolish, 

Lover  and  scorner, 

Docile  and  mulish — 

Keep  each  his  corner! 

Honey  yet  gall  of  it ! 

There ’s  the  life  lying. 

And  I  see  all  of  it, 

Only,  I ’m  dying ! 
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pisgah-sights  ii — see  Appendix,  page  210 


FEARS  AND  SCRUPLES 

I 

Here ’s  my  case.  Of  old  I  used  to  love  him 
This  same  unseen  friend,  before  I  knew: 

Dream  there  was  none  like  him,  none  above  him, 
Wake  to  hope  and  trust  my  dream  was  true. 

11 

Loved  I  not  his  letters  full  of  beauty? 

Not  his  actions  famous  far  and  wide? 

Absent,  he  would  know  I  vowed  him  duty; 

Present,  he  would  find  me  at  his  side. 

hi 

Pleasant  fancy !  for  I  had  but  letters, 

Only  knew  of  actions  by  hearsay: 

He  himself  was  busied  with  my  betters; 

What  of  that?  My  turn  must  come  some  day. 

iv 

‘Some  day’  proving — no  day!  Here ’s  the  puzzle. 

Passed  and  passed  my  turn  is.  Why  complain? 

He ’s  so  busied !  If  I  could  but  muzzle 
People’s  foolish  mouths  that  give  me  pain ! 

v 

‘  Letters  ?  ’  (hear  them  !)  ‘You  a  judge  of  writing  ? 

Ask  the  experts ! — How  they  shake  the  head 
O’er  these  characters,  your  friend’s  inditing — 

Call  them  forgery  from  A  to  Z ! 

VI 

‘Actions?  Where ’s  your  certain  proof’  (they  bother) 
‘  He,  of  all  you  find  so  great  and  good, 

He,  he  only,  claims  this,  that,  the  other 
Action — claimed  by  men,  a  multitude?’ 
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VII 

I  can  simply  wish  I  might  refute  you, 

Wish  my  friend  would, — by  a  word,  a  wink, — 

Bid  me  stop  that  foolish  mouth, — you  brute  you ! 

He  keeps  absent, — why,  I  cannot  think. 

VIII 

Never  mind!  Though  foolishness  may  flout  me, 

One  thing ’s  sure  enough:  ’t  is  neither  frost, 

No,  nor  fire,  shall  freeze  or  burn  from  out  me 

Thanks  for  truth — though  falsehood,  gained — though 
lost. 


IX 

All  my  days,  I  ’ll  go  the  softlier,  sadlier, 

For  that  dream’s  sake!  How  forget  the  thrill 
Through  and  through  me  as  I  thought  ‘  The  gladlier 
Lives  my  friend  because  I  love  him  still !  ’ 

x 

Ah,  but  there ’s  a  menace  someone  utters ! 

‘  What  and  if  your  friend  at  home  play  tricks  ? 

Peep  at  hide-and-seek  behind  the  shutters? 

Mean  your  eyes  should  pierce  through  solid  bricks? 

XI 

‘What  and  if  he,  frowning,  wake  you,  dreamy? 

Lay  on  you  the  blame  that  bricks — conceal  ? 

Say  “At  least  I  saw  who  did  not  see  me, 

Does  see  now,  and  -presently  shall  feel” 

XII 

‘  Why,  that  makes  your  friend  a  monster !  ’  say  you : 

‘Had  his  house  no  window?  At  first  nod, 

Would  you  not  have  hailed  him?’  Hush,  I  pray  you! 
What  if  this  friend  happen  to  be — God? 
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All  I  can  say  is — I  saw  it ! 

The  room  was  as  bare  as  your  hand. 

I  locked  in  the  swarth  little  lady, — I  swear, 

From  the  head  to  the  foot  of  her — well,  quite  as  bare! 

‘No  Nautch  shall  cheat  me,’  said  I,  ‘taking  my  stand 
At  this  bolt  which  I  draw !  ’  And  this  bolt — I  withdraw  it, 
And  there  laughs  the  lady,  not  bare,  but  embowered 
With — who  knows  what  verdure,  o’erfruited,  o’erflowered  ? 
Impossible !  Only — I  saw  it ! 

ii 


All  I  can  sing  is — I  feel  it ! 

This  life  was  as  blank  as  that  room; 

I  let  you  pass  in  here.  Precaution,  indeed  ? 

Walls,  ceiling  and  floor, — not  a  chance  for  a  weed ! 

Wide  opens  the  entrance:  where ’s  cold  now,  where ’s  gloom? 
No  May  to  sow  seed  here,  no  June  to  reveal  it, 

Behold  you  enshrined  in  these  blooms  of  your  bringing, 
These  fruits  of  your  bearing — nay,  birds  of  your  winging! 

A  fairy-tale !  Only — I  feel  it ! 


BIFURCATION 


We  were  two  lovers;  let  me  lie  by  her, 

My  tomb  beside  her  tomb.  On  hers  inscribe — 
‘I  loved  him;  but  my  reason  bade  prefer 
Duty  to  love,  reject  the  tempter’s  bribe 
Of  rose  and  lily  when  each  path  diverged, 

And  either  I  must  pace  to  life’s  far  end 
As  love  should  lead  me,  or,  as  duty  urged, 

Plod  the  worn  causeway  arm-in-arm  with  friend. 
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So,  truth  turned  falsehood:  “How  1  loathe  a  flower, 
How  prize  the  pavement  !”  still  caressed  his  ear — 

The  deafish  friend’s — through  life’s  day,  hour  by  hour, 
As  he  laughed  (coughing)  “Ay,  it  would  appear  /” 

But  deep  within  my  heart  of  hearts  there  hid 
Ever  the  confidence,  amends  for  all, 

That  heaven  repairs  what  wrong  earth’s  journey  did, 
When  love  from  life-long  exile  comes  at  call. 

Duty  and  love,  one  broadway,  were  the  best — 

Who  doubts?  But  one  or  other  was  to  choose. 

I  chose  the  darkling  half,  and  wait  the  rest 
In  that  new  world  where  light  and  darkness  fuse.’ 

Inscribe  on  mine — ‘I  loved  her:  love’s  track  lay 
O’er  sand  and  pebble,  as  all  travellers  know. 

Duty  led  through  a  smiling  country,  gay 
With  greensward  where  the  rose  and  lily  blow. 

“ Our  roads  are  diverse:  farewell,  love!"  said  she; 

“’T  is  duty  I  abide  by:  homely  sward 
And  not  the  rock-rough  picturesque  for  me! 

Above,  where  both  roads  join,  1  wait  reward. 

Be  you  as  constant  to  the  path  whereon 
I  leave  you  planted /”  But  man  needs  must  move, 
Keep  moving — whither,  when  the  star  is  gone 
Whereby  he  steps  secure  nor  strays  from  love  ? 

No  stone  but  I  was  tripped  by,  stumbling-block 
But  brought  me  to  confusion.  Where  I  fell, 

There  I  lay  flat,  if  moss  disguised  the  rock, 

Thence,  if  flint  pierced,  I  rose  and  cried  “  All ’s  well! 
Duty  be  mine  to  tread  in  that  high  sphere 
Where  love  from  duty  ne'er  disparts,  1  trust, 

And  two  halves  make  that  whole,  whereof — since  here 
One  must  suffice  a  man — why,  this  one  must!'” 

Inscribe  each  tomb  thus:  then,  some  sage  acquaint 
The  simple — which  holds  sinner,  which  holds  saint ! 
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Still  you  stand,  still  you  listen,  still  you  smile! 

Still  melts  your  moonbeam  through  me,  white  awhile, 
Softening,  sweetening,  till  sweet  and  soft 
Increase  so  round  this  heart  of  mine,  that  oft 
I  could  believe  your  moonbeam-smile  has  past 
The  pallid  limit,  lies,  transformed  at  last 
To  sunlight  and  salvation — warms  the  soul 
It  sweetens,  softens!  Would  you  pass  that  goal, 

Gain  love’s  birth  at  the  limit’s  happier  verge, 

And,  where  an  iridescence  lurks,  but  urge 
The  hesitating  pallor  on  to  prime 

Of  dawn ! — true  blood-streaked,  sun-warmth,  action-time, 

By  heart-pulse  ripened  to  a  ruddy  glow 

Of  gold  above  my  clay — I  scarce  should  know 

From  gold’s  self,  thus  suffused !  For  gold  means  love. 

What  means  the  sad  slow  silver  smile  above 

My  clay  but  pity,  pardon? — at  the  best, 

But  acquiescence  that  I  take  my  rest, 

Contented  to  be  clay,  while  in  your  heaven 
The  sun  reserves  love  for  the  Spirit-Seven 
Companioning  God’s  throne  they  lamp  before, 

— Leaves  earth  a  mute  waste  only  wandered  o’er 
By  that  pale  soft  sweet  disempassioned  moon 
Which  smiles  me  slow  forgiveness !  Such  the  boon 
I  beg?  Nay,  dear,  submit  to  this — just  this 
Supreme  endeavour!  As  my  lips  now  kiss 
Your  feet,  my  arms  convulse  your  shrouding  robe. 

My  eyes,  acquainted  with  the  dust,  dare  probe 
Your  eyes  above  for — what,  if  born,  would  blind 
Mine  with  redundant  bliss,  as  flash  may  find 
The  inert  nerve,  sting  awake  the  palsied  limb, 

Bid  with  life’s  ecstasy  sense  overbrim 
And  suck  back  death  in  the  resurging  joy — 

Love,  the  love  whole  and  sole  without  alloy! 

Vainly!  The  promise  withers !  I  employ 

Lips,  arms,  eyes,  pray  the  prayer  which  finds  the  word, 

Make  the  appeal  which  must  be  felt,  not  heard, 
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And  none  the  more  is  changed  your  calm  regard: 
Rather,  its  sweet  and  soft  grow  harsh  and  hard — 
Forbearance,  then  repulsion,  then  disdain. 

Avert  the  rest !  I  rise,  see ! — make,  again 
Once  more,  the  old  departure  for  some  track 
Untried  yet  through  a  world  which  brings  me  back 
Ever  thus  fruitlessly  to  find  your  feec, 

To  fix  your  eyes,  to  pray  the  soft  and  sweet 
Which  smile  there — take  from  his  new  pilgrimage 
Your  outcast,  once  your  inmate,  and  assuage 
With  love — not  placid  pardon  now — his  thirst 
For  a  mere  drop  from  out  the  ocean  erst 
He  drank  at!  Well,  the  quest  shall  be  renewed. 
Fear  nothing!  Though  I  linger,  unembued 
With  any  drop,  my  lips  thus  close.  I  go ! 

So  did  I  leave  you,  I  have  found  you  so, 

And  doubtlessly,  if  fated  to  return, 

So  shall  my  pleading  persevere  and  earn 
Pardon— not  love — in  that  same  smile,  I  learn, 

And  lose  the  meaning  of,  to  learn  once  more. 
Vainly! 


What  fairy  track  do  I  explore  ? 

What  magic  hall  return  to,  like  the  gem 
Centuply-angled  o’er  a  diadem? 

You  dwell  there,  hearted;  from  your  midmost  home 
Rays  forth — through  that  fantastic  world  I  roam 
Ever — from  centre  to  circumference, 

Shaft  upon  coloured  shaft:  this  crimsons  thence, 
That  purples  out  its  precinct  through  the  waste. 
Surely  I  had  your  sanction  when  I  faced, 

Fared  forth  upon  that  untried  yellow  ray 
Whence  I  retrack  my  steps?  They  end  to-day 
Where  they  began — before  your  feet,  beneath 
Your  eyes,  your  smile:  the  blade  is  shut  in  sheath, 
Fire  quenched  in  flint;  irradiation,  late 
Triumphant  through  the  distance,  finds  its  fate, 
Merged  in  your  blank  pure  soul,  alike  the  source 
And  tomb  of  that  prismatic  glow :  divorce 
Absolute,  all-conclusive!  Forth  I  fared, 

Treading  the  lambent  flamelet:  little  cared 
If  now  its  flickering  took  the  topaz  tint, 
rIf  now  my  dull-caked  path  gave  sulphury  hint 
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Of  subterranean  rage — no  stay  nor  stint 
To  yellow,  since  you  sanctioned  that  I  bathe, 

Burnish  me,  soul  and  body,  swim  and  swathe 
In  yellow  license.  Here  I  reek  suffused 
With  crocus,  saffron,  orange,  as  I  used 
With  scarlet,  purple,  every  dye  o’  the  bow 
Bom  of  the  storm-cloud.  As  before,  you  show 
Scarce  recognition,  no  approval,  some 
Mistrust,  more  wonder  at  a  man  become 
Monstrous  in  garb,  nay — flesh  disguised  as  well, 
Through  his  adventure.  Whatsoe’er  befell, 

I  followed,  whereso’er  it  wound,  that  vein 
You  authorized  should  leave  your  whiteness,  stain 
Earth’s  sombre  stretch  beyond  your  midmost  place 
Of  vantage, — trode  that  tinct  whereof  the  trace 
On  garb  and  flesh  repel  you!  Yes,  I  plead 
Your  own  permission — your  command,  indeed, 

That  who  would  worthily  retain  the  love 

Must  share  the  knowledge  shrined  those  eyes  above. 

Go  boldly  on  adventure,  break  through  bounds 

O’  the  quintessential  whiteness  that  surrounds 

Your  feet,  obtain  experience  of  each  tinge 

That  bickers  forth  to  broaden  out,  impinge 

Plainer  his  foot  its  pathway  all  distinct 

From  every  other.  Ah,  the  wonder,  linked 

With  fear,  as  exploration  manifests 

What  agency  it  was  first  tipped  the  crests 

Of  unnamed  wildflower,  soon  protruding  grew 

Portentous  mid  the  sands,  as  when  his  hue 

Betrays  him  and  the  burrowing  snake  gleams  through ; 

Till,  last  .  .  .  but  why  parade  more  shame  and  pain  ? 

Are  not  the  proofs  upon  me  ?  Here  again 

I  pass  into  your  presence,  I  receive 

Your  smile  of  pity,  pardon,  and  I  leave  .  .  . 

No,  not  this  last  of  times  I  leave  you,  mute, 

Submitted  to  my  penance,  so  my  foot 
May  yet  again  adventure,  tread,  from  source 
To  issue,  one  more  ray  of  rays  which  course 
Each  other,  at  your  bidding,  from  the  sphere 
Silver  and  sweet,  their  birthplace,  down  that  drear 
Dark  of  the  world, — you  promise  shall  return 
Your  pilgrim  jewelled  as  with  drops  o’  the  urn 
The  rainbow  paints  from,  and  no  smatch  at  all 
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Of  ghastliness  at  edge  of  some  cloud-pall 
Heaven  cowers  before,  as  earth  awaits  the  fall 
O’  the  bolt  and  flash  of  doom.  Who  trusts  your  w 
Tries  the  adventure:  and  returns — absurd 
As  frightful — in  that  sulphur-steeped  disguise 
Mocking  the  priestly  cloth-of-gold,  sole  prize 
The  arch-heretic  was  wont  to  bear  away 
Until  he  reached  the  burning.  No,  I  say: 

No  fresh  adventure !  No  more  seeking  love 
At  end  of  toil,  and  finding,  calm  above 
My  passion,  the  old  statuesque  regard, 

The  sad  petrific  smile ! 


0  you — less  hard 

And  hateful  than  mistaken  and  obtuse 
Unreason  of  a  she-intelligence ! 

You  very  woman  with  the  pert  pretence 
To  match  the  male  achievement !  Like  enough ! 
Ay,  you  were  easy  victors,  did  the  rough 
Straightway  efface  itself  to  smooth,  the  gruff 
Grind  down  and  grow  a  whisper, — did  man’s  truth 
Subdue,  for  sake  of  chivalry  and  ruth, 

Its  rapier-edge  to  suit  the  bulrush-spear 
Womanly  falsehood  fights  with!  O  that  ear 
All  fact  pricks  rudely,  that  thrice-superfine 
Feminity  of  sense,  with  right  divine 
To  waive  all  process,  take  result  stain-free 
From  out  the  very  muck  wherein  .  .  . 


Ah  me! 

The  true  slave’s  querulous  outbreak!  All  the  rest 

Be  resignation !  Forth  at  your  behest 

I  fare.  Who  knows  but  this — the  crimson-quest — 

May  deepen  to  a  sunrise,  not  decay 

To  that  cold  sad  sweet  smile? — which  I  obey. 
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I 

And  so  you  found  that  poor  room  dull, 
Dark,  hardly  to  your  taste,  my  dear? 

Its  features  seemed  unbeautiful : 

But  this  I  know — ’t  was  there,  not  here, 
You  plighted  troth  to  me,  the  word 
Which — ask  that  poor  room  how  it  heard. 

II 

And  this  rich  room  obtains  your  praise 
Unqualified, — so  bright,  so  fair, 

So  all  whereat  perfection  stays? 

Ay,  but  remember — here,  not  there, 

The  other  word  was  spoken !  Ask 

This  rich  room  how  you  dropped  the  mask. 


ST  MARTIN’S  SUMMER 


I 

No  protesting,  dearest! 

Hardly  kisses  even! 

Don’t  we  both  know  how  it  ends? 
How  the  greenest  leaf  turns  serest, 
Bluest  outbreak — blankest  heaven, 
Lovers — friends  ? 

II 

You  would  build  a  mansion, 

I  would  weave  a  bower 

— Want  the  heart  for  enterprise. 
Walls  admit  of  no  expansion: 
Trellis-work  may  haply  flower 
Twice  the  size. 
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hi 

What  makes  glad  Life’s  Winter? 

New  buds,  old  blooms  after. 

Sad  the  sighing  1  How  suspect 
Beams  would  ere  mid-Autumn  splinter, 
Rooftree  scarce  support  a  rafter. 

Walls  lie  wrecked  ?  ’ 

IV 

You  are  young,  my  princess! 

I  am  hardly  older: 

Yet— I  steal  a  glance  behind. 

Dare  I  tell  you  what  convinces 
Timid  me  that  you,  if  bolder, 

Bold — are  blind? 

v 

Where  we  plan  our  dwelling 
Glooms  a  graveyard  surely! 

Headstone,  footstone  moss  may  drape, — 
Name,  date,  violets  hide  from  spelling, — 

But,  though  corpses  rot  obscurely, 

Ghosts  escape. 

VI 

Ghosts!  O  breathing  Beauty, 

Give  me  frank  word  pardon ! 

What  if  I — somehow,  somewhere — 
Pledged  my  soul  to  endless  duty 
Many  a  time  and  oft?  Be  hard  on 
Love — laid  there? 

VII 

Nay,  blame  grief  that ’s  fickle, 

Time  that  proves  a  traitor, 

Chance,  change,  all  that  purpose  warps, — 
Death  who  spares  to  thrust  the  sickle 

Laid  Love  low,  through  flowers  which  later 
Shroud  the  corpse ! 
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VIII 

And  you,  my  winsome  lady, 

Whisper  with  like  frankness! 

Lies  nothing  buried  long  ago  ? 

Are  yon — which  shimmer  mid  the  shady 
Where  moss  and  violet  run  to  rankness — 
Tombs  or  no? 

IX 

Who  taxes  you  with  murder? 

My  hands  are  clean — or  nearly! 

Love  being  mortal  needs  must  pass. 
Repentance?  Nothing  were  absurder. 
Enough:  we  felt  Love’s  loss  severely; 
Though  now — alas ! 

x 

Love’s  corpse  lies  quiet  therefore, 

Only  Love’s  ghost  plays  truant, 

And  warns  us  have  in  wholesome  awe 
Durable  mansionry ;  that ’s  wherefore 
I  weave  but  trellis-work,  pursuant 
— Life,  to  law. 


XI 

The  solid,  not  the  fragile, 

Tempts  rain  and  hail  and  thunder. 

If  bower  stand  firm  at  Autumn’s  close, 
Beyond  my  hope, — why,  boughs  were  agile; 
If  bower  fall  flat,  we  scarce  need  wonder 
Wreathing — rose ! 


XII 

So,  truce  to  the  protesting, 

So,  muffled  be  the  kisses! 

For,  would  we  but  avow  the  truth, 
Sober  is  genuine  joy.  No  jesting! 

Ask  else  Penelope,  Ulysses — 

Old  in  youth ! 


no 
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For  why  should  ghosts  feel  angered? 

Let  all  their  interference 

Be  faint  march-music  in  the  air ! 

‘Up!  Join  the  rear  of  us  the  vanguard! 

Up,  lovers,  dead  to  all  appearance, 

Laggard  pair !  ’ 

XIV 

The  while  you  clasp  me  closer, 

The  while  I  press  you  deeper, 

As  safe  we  chuckle, — under  breath, 

Yet  all  the  slyer,  the  jocoser, — 

‘So,  life  can  boast  its  day,  like  leap-year, 

Stolen  from  death !  ’ 

xv 

Ah  me — the  sudden  terror ! 

Hence  quick — avaunt,  avoid  me, 

You  cheat,  the  ghostly  flesh-disguised ! 

Nay,  all  the  ghosts  in  one!  Strange  error! 

So,  ’t  was  Death’s  self  that  clipped  and  coyed 
me, 

Loved- — and  lied ! 

XVI 

Ay,  dead  loves  are  the  potent! 

Like  any  cloud  they  used  you, 

Mere  semblance  you,  but  substance  they ! 
Build  we  no  mansion,  weave  we  no  tent ! 

Mere  flesh — their  spirit  interfused  you ! 

Hence,  I  say! 


XVII 

All  theirs,  none  yours  the  glamour ! 

Theirs  each  low  word  that  won  me, 

Soft  look  that  found  me  Love’s,  and  left 
What  else  but  you — the  tears  and  clamour 
That ’s  all  your  very  own!  Undone  me — 
Ghost-bereft ! 


HERVE  riel 


III 


HERVE  RIEL 


i 

On  the  sea  and  at  the  Hogue,  sixteen  hundred  ninety-two, 
Did  the  English  fight  the  French, — woe  to  France! 

And,  the  thirty-first  of  May,  helter-skelter  through  the  blue, 
Like  a  crowd  of  frightened  porpoises  a  shoal  of  sharks  pursue, 
Came  crowding  ship  on  ship  to  Saint-Malo  on  the  Ranee, 
With  the  English  fleet  in  view. 

ii 

'T  was  the  squadron  that  escaped,  with  the  victor  in  full 
chase : 

First  and  foremost  of  the  drove,  in  his  great  ship,  Dam- 
freville ; 

Close  on  him  fled,  great  and  small, 

Twenty-two  good  ships  in  all; 

And  they  signalled  to  the  place 
1  Help  the  winners  of  a  race! 

Get  us  guidance,  give  us  harbour,  take  us  quick — or, 
quicker  still, 

Here ’s  the  English  can  and  will!’ 

hi 

Then  the  pilots  of  the  place  put  out  brisk  and  leapt  on  board ; 
‘Why,  what  hope  or  chance  have  ships  like  these  to  pass?' 
laughed  they: 

‘  Rocks  to  starboard,  rocks  to  port,  all  the  passage  scarred  and 
scored, — 

Shall  the  “  Formidable  ”  here,  with  her  twelve  and  eighty  guns, 
Think  to  make  the  river-mouth  by  the  single  narrow  way, 
Trust  to  enter — where  ’t  is  ticklish  for  a  craft  of  twenty  tons. 
And  with  flow  at  full  beside? 

Now,  ’t  is  slackest  ebb  of  tide. 

Reach  the  mooring  ?  Rather  say, 

W7hile  rock  stands  or  water  runs, 

Not  a  ship  will  leave  the  bay!’ 
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IV 

Then  was  called  a  council  straight. 

Brief  and  bitter  the  debate: 

‘  Here  ’s  the  English  at  our  heels ;  would  you  have  them  take 
in  tow 

All  that ’s  left  us  of  the  fleet,  linked  together  stern  and  bow, 
For  a  prize  to  Plymouth  Sound? 

Better  run  the  ships  aground !  ’ 

(Ended  Damfreville  his  speech). 

‘Not  a  minute  more  to  wait! 

Let  the  Captains  all  and  each 

Shove  ashore,  then  blow  up,  burn  the  vessels  on  the  beach ! 
France  must  undergo  her  fate. 

v 

Give  the  word!’  But  no  such  word 
Was  ever  spoke  or  heard ; 

For  up  stood,  for  out  stepped,  for  in  struck  amid  all  these 
—A  Captain  ?  A  Lieutenant  ?  A  Mate — first,  second,  third  ? 
No  such  man  of  mark,  and  meet 
With  his  betters  to  compete ! 

But  a  simple  Breton  sailor  pressed  by  Tourville  for  the 
fleet, 

A  poor  coasting-pilot  he,  Herve  Riel  the  Croisickese. 

VI 

And  ‘What  mockery  or  malice  have  we  here?’  cries  Herve 
Riel: 

‘Are  you  mad,  you  Malouins?  Are  you  cowards,  fools,  or 
rogues  ? 

Talk  to  me  of  rocks  and  shoals,  me  who  took  the  soundings, 
tell 

On  my  fingers  every  bank,  every  shallow,  every  swell 

’Twixt  the  offing  here  and  Greve  where  the  river  disem¬ 
bogues  ? 

Are  you  bought  by  English  gold?  Is  it  love  the  lying  ’s  for? 
Morn  and  eve,  night  and  day, 

Have  I  piloted  your  bay, 

Entered  free  and  anchored  fast  at  the  foot  of  Solidor. 

Burn  the  fleet  and  ruin  France?  That  were  worse  than 
fifty  Hogues ! 
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Sirs,  they  know  I  speak  the  truth!  Sirs,  believe  me 
there ’s  a  way ! 

Only  let  me  lead  the  line, 

Have  the  biggest  ship  to  steer, 

Get  the  “Formidable”  clear, 

Make  the  others  follow  mine, 

And  I  lead  them,  most  and  least,  by  a  passage  I  know  well, 
Right  to  Solidor  past  Greve, 

And  there  lay  them  safe  and  sound; 

And  if  one  ship  misbehave, — 

—Keel  so  much  as  grate  the  ground, 

Why,  I’ve  nothing  but  my  life, — here’s  my  head!’  cries 
Herve  Riel. 


VII 


Not  a  minute  more  to  wait. 

‘Steer  us  in,  then,  small  and  great! 

Take  the  helm,  lead  the  line,  save  the  squadron!’  cried  its 
chief. 

Captains,  give  the  sailor  place ! 

He  is  Admiral,  in  brief. 

Still  the  north-wind,  by  God’s  grace 
See  the  noble  fellow’s  face 
As  the  big  ship,  with  a  bound, 

Clears  the  entry  like  a  hound, 

Keeps  the  passage,  as  its  inch  of  way  were  the  wide  sea’s 
profound ! 

See,  safe  thro’  shoal  and  rock, 

How  they  follow  in  a  flock, 

Not  a  ship  that  misbehaves,  not  a  keep  that  grates  the  ground, 
Not  a  spar  that  comes  to  grief! 

The  peril,  see,  is  past. 

All  are  harboured  to  the  last, 

And  just  as  Herve  Riel  hollas  ‘Anchor!’ — sure  as  fate, 

Up  the  English  come, — too  late! 

VIII 

So,  the  storm  subsides  to  calm: 

They  see  the  green  trees  wave 
On  the  heights  o’erlooking  Greve. 

Hearts  that  bled  are  stanched  with  balm. 
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‘Just  our  rapture  to  enhance, 

Let  the  English  rake  the  bay, 

Gnash  their  teeth  and  glare  askance 
As  they  cannonade  away ! 

’Neath  rampired  Solidor  pleasant  riding  on  the  Ranee!’ 

How  hope  succeeds  despair  on  each  Captain’s  countenance! 

Out  burst  all  with  one  accord, 

‘This  is  Paradise  for  Hell! 

Let  France,  let  France’s  King 
Thank  the  man  that  did  the  thing!’ 

What  a  shout,  and  all  one  word, 

‘  Herve  Riel !  ’ 

As  he  stepped  in  front  once  more, 

Not  a  symptom  of  surprise 
In  the  frank  blue  Breton  eyes, 

Just  the  same  man  as  before. 


IX 

Then  said  Damfreville,  ‘My  friend, 

I  must  speak  out  at  the  end, 

Though  I  find  the  speaking  hard. 

Praise  is  deeper  than  the  lips: 

You  have  saved  the  King  his  ships, 

You  must  name  your  own  reward. 

’Faith,  our  sun  was  near  eclipse ! 

Demand  whate’er  you  will, 

France  remains  your  debtor  still. 

Ask  to  heart’s  content  and  have!  or  my  name ’s  not  Dam¬ 
freville.’ 


x 


Then  a  beam  of  fun  outbroke 
On  the  bearded  mouth  that  spoke, 

As  the  honest  heart  laughed  through 
Those  frank  eyes  of  Breton  blue: 

‘Since  I  needs  must  say  my  say, 

Since  on  board  the  duty ’s  done, 

And  from  Malo  Roads  to  Croisic  Point,  what  is  it  but  a 
run? — 

Since ’t  is  ask  and  have,  I  may — 

Since  the  others  go  ashore — 
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Come !  A  good  whole  holiday ! 

Leave  to  go  and  see  my  wife,  w'hom  I  call  the  Belle  Aurore !  ’ 
That  he  asked  and  that  he  got, — nothing  more. 

XI 

Name  and  deed  alike  are  lost: 

Not  a  pillar  nor  a  post 

In  his  Croisic  keeps  alive  the  feat  as  it  befell ; 

Not  a  head  in  white  and  black 
On  a  single  fishing-smack, 

In  memory  of  the  man  but  for  whom  had  gone  to  wrack 
All  that  France  saved  from  the  fight  whence  England  bore 
the  bell. 

Go  to  Paris:  rank  on  rank 

Search  the  heroes  flung  pell-mell 
On  the  Louvre,  face  and  flank ! 

You  shall  look  long  enough  ere  you  come  to  Herve  Riel. 
So,  for  better  and  for  worse, 

Herve  Riel,  accept  my  verse! 

In  my  verse,  Herve  Riel,  do  thou  once  more 
Save  the  squadron,  honour  France,  love  thy  wife  the  Belle 
Aurore ! 
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Ogni  cencio  vuol  entrare  in  bucato. — Italian  Proverb. 

May  I  print,  Shelley,  how  it  came  to  pass 
That  when  your  Beatrice  seemed — by  lapse 
Of  many  a  long  month  since  her  sentence  fell — 
Assured  of  pardon  for  the  parricide, — 

By  intercession  of  staunch  friends,  or,  say, 

By  certain  pricks  of  conscience  in  the  Pope 
Conniver  at  Francesco  Cenci’s  guilt, — 

Suddenly  all  things  changed  and  Clement  grew 
‘Stem/  as  you  state,  ‘nor  to  be  moved  nor  bent, 
But  said  these  three  words  coldly  “She  must  die”) 
Subjoining  “  Pardon ?  Paolo  Santa  Croce 
Murdered  his  mother  also  y  ester  eve, 

And  he  is  fled:  she  shall  not  flee  at  least!”’ 
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— So,  to  the  letter,  sentence  was  fulfilled  ? 

Shelley,  may  I  condense  verbosity 
That  lies  before  me,  into  some  few  words 
Of  English,  and  illustrate  your  superb 
Achievement  by  a  rescued  anecdote, 

No  great  things,  only  new  and  true  beside? 

As  if  some  mere  familiar  of  a  house 
Should  venture  to  accost  the  group  at  gaze 
Before  its  Titian,  famed  the  wide  world  through. 

And  supplement  such  pictured  masterpiece 
By  whisper  ‘Searching  in  the  archives  here, 

I  found  the  reason  of  the  Lady’s  fate, 

And  how  by  accident  it  came  to  pass 
She  wears  the  halo  and  displays  the  palm: 

Who,  haply,  else  had  never  suffered — no, 

Nor  graced  our  gallery,  by  consequence.’ 

Who  loved  the  work  would  like  the  little  news: 

Who  lauds  your  poem  lends  an  ear  to  me 
Relating  how  the  penalty  was  paid 
By  one  Marchese  dell’  Oriolo,  called 
Onofrio  Santa  Croce  otherwise, 

For  his  complicity  in  matricide 

With  Paolo  his  own  brother, — he  whose  crime 

And  flight  induced  ‘those  three  words — She  must  die.’ 

Thus  I  unroll  you  then  the  manuscript. 

‘God’s  justice’ — (of  the  multiplicity 
Of  such  communications  extant  still, 

Recording,  each,  injustice  done  by  God 
In  person  of  his  Vicar-upon-earth, 

Scarce  one  but  leads  off  to  the  self-same  tune) — 
‘God’s  justice,  tardy  though  it  prove  perchance, 

Rests  never  on  the  track  until  it  reach 
Delinquency.  In  proof  I  cite  the  case 
Of  Paolo  Santa  Croce.’ 


Many  times 

The  youngster, — having  been  importunate 
That  Marchesine  Costanza,  who  remained 
His  widowed  mother,  should  supplant  the  heir 
Her  elder  son,  and  substitute  himself 
In  sole  possession  of  her  faculty, — 
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And  meeting  just  as  often  with  rebuff, — 

Blinded  by  so  exorbitant  a  lust 

Of  gold,  the  youngster  straightway  tasked  his  wits. 

Casting  about  to  kill  the  lady — thus. 

He  first,  to  cover  his  iniquity, 

Writes  to  Onofrio  Santa  Croce,  then 
Authoritative  lord,  acquainting  him 
Their  mother  was  contamination — wrought 
Like  hell-fire  in  the  beauty  of  their  House 
By  dissoluteness  and  abandonment 
Of  soul  and  body  to  impure  delight. 

Moreover,  since  she  suffered  from  disease, 

Those  symptoms  which  her  death  made  manifest 
Hydroptic,  he  affirmed  were  fruits  of  sin 
About  to  bring  confusion  and  disgrace 
Upon  the  ancient  lineage  and  high  fame 
O’  the  family,  when  published.  Duty  bound, 

He  asked  his  brother — what  a  son  should  do? 

Which  when  Marchese  dell’  Oriolo  heard 
By  letter,  being  absent  at  his  land 
Oriolo,  he  made  answer,  this,  no  more: 

‘  It  must  behove  a  son, — things  haply  so, — 

To  act  as  honour  prompts  a  cavalier 
And  son,  perform  his  duty  to  all  three, 

Mother  and  brothers  ’ — here  advice  broke  off. 

By  which  advice  informed  and  fortified, 

As  he  professed  himself — since  bound  by  birth 
To  hear  God’s  voice  in  primogeniture — 

Paolo,  who  kept  his  mother  company 
In  her  domain  Subiaco,  straightway  dared 
His  whole  enormity  of  enterprise 
And,  falling  on  her,  stabbed  the  lady  dead ; 

Whose  death  demonstrated  her  innocence, 

And  happened, — by  the  way, — since  Jesus  Christ 
Died  to  save  man,  just  sixteen  hundred  years. 
Costanza  was  of  aspect  beautiful 
Exceedingly,  and  seemed,  although  in  age 
Sixty  about,  to  far  surpass  her  peers 
The  coetaneous  dames,  in  youth  and  grace. 


n8 


CENCIAJA 

Done  the  misdeed,  its  author  takes  to  flight, 
Foiling  thereby  the  justice  of  the  world: 

Not  God’s  however, — God,  be  sure,  knows  well 
The  way  to  clutch  a  culprit.  Witness  here ! 

The  present  sinner,  when  he  least  expects, 
Snug-cornered  somewhere  i’  the  Basilicate, 
Stumbles  upon  his  death  by  violence. 

A  man  of  blood  assaults  a  man  of  blood 
And  slays  him  somehow.  This  was  afterward : 
Enough,  he  promptly  met  with  his  deserts, 

And,  ending  thus,  permits  we  end  with  him, 

And  push  forthwith  to  this  important  point — • 
His  matricide  fell  out,  of  all  the  days, 

Precisely  when  the  law-procedure  closed 
Respecting  Count  Francesco  Cenci’s  death 
Chargeable  on  his  daughter,  sons  and  wife. 

1  Thus  patricide  was  matched  with  matricide/ 

A  poet  not  inelegantly  rhymed : 

Nay,  fratricide — those  Princes  Massimi ! — 
Which  so  disturbed  the  spirit  of  the  Pope 
That  all  the  likelihood  Rome  entertained 
Of  Beatrice’s  pardon  vanished  straight, 

And  she  endured  the  piteous  death. 

Now  see 

The  sequel — what  effect  commandment  had 
For  strict  inquiry  into  this  last  case, 

When  Cardinal  Aldobrandini  (great 
His  efficacy — nephew  to  the  Pope) 

Was  bidden  crush — ay,  though  his  very  hand 
Got  soil  i’  the  act — crime  spawning  everywhere ! 
Because,  when  all  endeavour  had  been  used 
To  catch  the  aforesaid  Paolo,  all  in  vain — 

‘  Make  perquisition  ’  quoth  our  Eminence, 

‘  Throughout  his  now  deserted  domicile ! 

Ransack  the  palace,  roof  and  floor,  to  find 

If  haply  any  scrap  of  writing,  hid 

In  nook  or  corner,  may  convict — who  knows  ? — 

Brother  Onofrio  of  intelligence 

With  brother  Paolo,  as  in  brotherhood 

Is  but  too  likely:  crime  spawns  everywhere.’ 

And,  every  cranny  searched  accordingly, 
There  comes  to  light — O  lynx-eyed  Cardinal !— 
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Onofrio’s  unconsidered  writing-scrap, 

The  letter  in  reply  to  Paolo’s  prayer, 

The  word  of  counsel  that — things  proving  so, 

Paolo  should  act  the  proper  knightly  part, 

And  do  as  was  incumbent  on  a  son, 

A  brother — and  a  man  of  birth,  be  sure ! 

Whereat  immediately  the  officers 
Proceeded  to  arrest  Onofrio— found 
At  foot-ball,  child’s  play,  unaware  of  harm, 

Safe  with  his  friends,  the  Orsini,  at  their  seat 
Monte  Giordano ;  as  he  left  the  house 
Pie  came  upon  the  watch  in  wait  for  him 
Set  by  the  Barigel, — was  caught  and  caged. 

News  of  which  capture  being,  that  same  hour, 
Conveyed  to  Rome,  forthwith  our  Eminence 
Commands  Taverna,  Governor  and  Judge, 

To  have  the  process  in  especial  care, 

Be,  first  to  last,  not  only  president 
In  person,  but  inquisitor  as  well, 

Nor  trust  the  by-work  to  a  substitute: 

Bids  him  not,  squeamish,  keep  the  bench,  but  scrub 
The  floor  of  Justice,  so  to  speak, — go  try 
His  best  in  prison  with  the  criminal: 

Promising,  as  reward  for  by-work  done 

Fairly  on  all-fours,  that,  success  obtained 

And  crime  avowed,  or  such  connivency 

With  crime  as  should  procure  a  decent  death — 

Himself  will  humbly  beg — which  means,  procure — 

The  Hat  and  Purple  from  his  relative 

The  Pope,  and  so  repay  a  diligence 

Which,  meritorious  in  the  Cenci-case, 

Mounts  plainly  here  to  Purple  and  the  Hat. 

Whereupon  did  my  lord  the  Governor 
So  masterfully  exercise  the  task 
Enjoined  him,  that  he,  day  by  day,  and  week 
By  week,  and  month  by  month,  from  first  to  last 
Toiled  for  the  prize:  now,  punctual  at  his  place, 
Played  Judge,  and  now,  assiduous  at  his  post, 
Inquisitor — pressed  cushion  and  scoured  plank, 
Early  and  late.  Noon’s  fervour  and  night’s  chill, 
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Nought  moved  whom  morn  would,  purpling,  make 
amends ! 

So  that  observers  laughed  as,  many  a  day, 

He  left  home,  in  July  when  day  is  flame, 

Posted  to  Tordinona-prison,  plunged 
Into  a  vault  where  daylong  night  is  ice, 

There  passed  his  eight  hours  on  a  stretch,  content. 
Examining  Onofrio:  all  the  stress 
Of  all  examination  steadily 
Converging  into  one  pin-point, — he  pushed 
Tentative  now  of  head  and  now  of  heart. 

As  when  the  nuthatch  taps  and  tries  the  nut 
This  side  and  that  side  till  the  kernel  sound, — 

So  did  he  press  the  sole  and  single  point 
— What  was  the  very  meaning  of  the  phrase 
“Do  as  beseems  an  honaured  cavalier”  i 

Which  one  persistent  question-torture, — plied 
Day  by  day,  week  by  week,  and  month  by  month, 
Morn,  noon  and  night, — fatigued  away  a  mind 
Grown  imbecile  by  darkness,  solitude, 

And  one  vivacious  memory  gnawing  there 
As  when  a  corpse  is  coffined  with  a  snake: 

— Fatigued  Onofrio  into  what  might  seem 
Admission  that  perchance  his  judgment  groped 
So  blindly,  feeling  for  an  issue — aught 
With  semblance  of  an  issue  from  the  toils 
Cast  of  a  sudden  round  feet  late  so  free, 

He  possibly  might  have  envisaged,  scarce 
Recoiled  from — even  were  the  issue  death 
— Even  her  death  whose  life  was  death  and  worse ! 
Always  provided  that  the  charge  of  crime, 

Each  jot  and  tittle  of  the  charge  were  true. 

In  such  a  sense,  belike,  he  might  advise 

His  brother  to  expurgate  crime  with  .  .  .  well, 

With  blood,  if  blood  must  follow  on  “  the  course 
Taken  as  might  beseem  a  cavalier.” 

Whereupon  process  ended,  and  report 
Was  made  without  a  minute  of  delay 
To  Clement  who,  because  of  those  two  crimes 
O’  the  Massimi  and  Cenci  flagrant  late, 

Must  needs  impatiently  desire  result. 
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Result  obtained,  he  bade  the  Governor 
Summon  the  Congregation  and  despatch. 

Summons  made,  sentence  passed  accordingly 
— Death  by  beheading.  When  his  death-decree 
Was  intimated  to  Onofrio,  all 
Man  could  do — that  did  he  to  save  himself. 

’T  was  much,  the  having  gained  for  his  defence 
The  Advocate  o’  the  Poor,  with  natural  help 
Of  many  noble  friendly  persons  fain 
To  disengage  a  man  of  family, 

So  young  too,  from  his  grim  entanglement: 

But  Cardinal  Aldobrandini  ruled 
There  must  be  no  diversion  of  the  law. 

Justice  is  justice,  and  the  magistrate 
Bears  not  the  sword  in  vain.  Who  sins  must  die. 

So,  the  Marchese  had  his  head  cut  off, 

With  Rome  to  see,  a  concourse  infinite, 

In  Place  Saint  Angelo  beside  the  Bridge: 

Where,  demonstrating  magnanimity 
Adequate  to  his  birth  and  breed, — poor  boy ! — 

He  made  the  people  the  accustomed  speech, 

Exhorted  them  to  true  faith,  honest  works, 

And  special  good  behaviour  as  regards 
A  parent  of  no  matter  what  the  sex, 

Bidding  each  son  take  warning  from  himself. 

Truly,  it  was  considered  in  the  boy 
Stark  staring  lunacy,  no  less,  to  snap 
So  plain  a  bait,  be  hooked  and  hauled  ashore 
By  such  an  angler  as  the  Cardinal ! 

Why  make  confession  of  his  privity 
To  Paolo’s  enterprise?  Mere  sealing  lips — 

Or,  better,  saying  ‘  When  I  counselled  him 
“To  do  as  might  beseem  a  cavalier ,” 

What  could  I  mean  but  “ Hide  our  parent’s  shame 
As  Christian  ought,  by  aid  of  Holy  Chur  chi 
Bury  it  in  a  convent — ay,  beneath 
Enough  dotation  to  prevent  its  ghost 
From  troubling  earth  I’”  Mere  saying  thus, — ’t  is  plain. 
Not  only  were  his  life  the  recompense, 

But  he  had  manifestly  proved  himself 
True  Christian,  and  in  lieu  of  punishment 
Got  praise  of  all  men.  So  the  populace. 
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Anyhow,  when  the  Pope  made  promise  good 
(That  of  Aldobrandini,  near  and  dear) 

And  gave  Taverna,  who  had  toiled  so  much, 

A  Cardinal’s  equipment,  some  such  word 
As  this  from  mouth  to  ear  went  saucily: 

‘  Taverna’s  cap  is  dyed  in  what  he  drew 
From  Santa  Croce’s  veins!’  So  joked  the  world. 


I  add :  Onofrio  left  one  child  behind, 

A  daughter  named  Valeria,  dowered  with  grace 
Abundantly  of  soul  and  body,  doomed 
To  life  the  shorter  for  her  father’s  fate. 

By  death  of  her,  the  Marquisate  returned 
To  that  Orsini  House  from  whence  it  came: 
Oriolo  having  passed  as  donative 
To  Santa  Croce  from  their  ancestors. 


And  no  word  more?  By  all  means!  Would  you 
know 

The  authoritative  answer,  when  folk  urged 
‘What  made  Aldobrandini,  hound-like  staunch, 

Hunt  out  of  life  a  harmless  simpleton  ?  ’ 

The  answer  was — ‘  Hatred  implacable, 

By  reason  they  were  rivals  in  their  love.’ 

The  Cardinal’s  desire  was  to  a  dame 

Whose  favour  was  Onofrio’s.  Pricked  with  pride, 

The  simpleton  must  ostentatiously 
Display  a  ring,  the  Cardinal’s  love-gift, 

Given  to  Onofrio  as  the  lady’s  gage; 

Which  ring  on  finger,  as  he  put  forth  hand 

To  draw  a  tapestry,  the  Cardinal 

Saw  and  knew,  gift  and  owner,  old  and  young; 

Whereon  a  fury  entered  him — the  fire 

He  quenched  with  what  could  quench  fire  only — blood. 

Nay,  more:  ‘there  want  not  who  affirm  to  boot, 

The  unwise  boy,  a  certain  festal  eve, 

Feigned  ignorance  of  who  the  wight  might  be 
That  pressed  too  closely  on  him  with  a  crowd. 

He  struck  the  Cardinal  a  blow:  and  then, 

To  put  a  face  upon  the  incident, 

Dared  next  day,  smug  as  ever,  go  pay  court 
I’  the  Cardinal’s  antechamber.  Mark  and  mend, 


CENCIAJA 

Ye  youth,  by  this  example  how  may  greed 
Vainglorious  operate  in  worldly  souls!’ 

So  ends  the  chronicler,  beginning  with 
‘God’s  justice,  tardy  though  it  prove  perchance. 
Rests  never  till  it  reach  delinquency.’ 

Ay,  or  how  otherwise  had  come  to  pass 
That  Victor  rules,  this  present  year,  in  Rome? 
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Good,  to  forgive; 

Best,  to  forget; 
Living,  we  fret; 
Dying,  we  live. 

Fretless  and  free. 

Soul,  clap  thy  pinion ! 
Earth  have  dominion, 
Body,  o’er  thee ! 

n 

Wander  at  will, 

Day  after  day, — 
Wander  away, 
Wandering  still — 

Soul  that  canst  soar ! 
Body  may  slumber: 
Body  shall  cumber 
Soul-flight  no  more. 

hi 

Waft  of  soul’s  wing! 
What  lies  above  ? 
Sunshine  and  Love, 
Skyblue  and  Spring! 
Body  hides — where? 
Ferns  of  all  feather, 
Mosses  and  heather, 
Yours  be  the  care! 
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Dared  and  done:  at  last  I  stand  upon  the  summit,  Dear  and 
True ! 

Singly  dared  and  done;  the  climbing  both  of  us  were  bound 
to  do. 

Petty  feat  and  yet  prodigious,  every  side  my  glance  was  bent 

O’er  the  grandeur  and  the  beauty  lavished  through  the  whole 
ascent. 

Ledge  by  ledge,  out  broke  new  marvels,  now  minute  and  now 
immense: 

Earth’s  most  exquisite  disclosure,  heaven’s  own  God  in 
evidence ! 

And  no  berry  in  its  hiding,  no  blue  space  in  its  outspread, 

Pleaded  to  escape  my  footstep,  challenged  my  emerging  head, 

(As  I  climbed  or  paused  from  climbing,  now  o’erbranched  by 
shrub  and  tree, 

Now  built  round  by  rock  and  boulder,  now  at  just  a  turn  set 
free, 

Stationed  face  to  face  with — Nature?  rather  with  Infinitude) 

— No  revealment  of  them  all,  as  singly  I  my  path  pursued, 

But  a  bitter  touched  its  sweetness,  for  the  thought  stung 
‘Even  so 

Both  of  us  had  loved  and  wondered  just  the  same,  five  days 
ago!’ 

Five  short  days,  sufficient  hardly  to  entice,  from  out  its  den 

Splintered  in  the  slab,  this  pink  perfection  of  the  cyclamen ; 

Scarce  enough  to  heal  and  coat  with  amber  gum  the  sloe- 
tree’s  gash, 

Bronze  the  clustered  wilding  apple,  redden  ripe  the  mountain- 
ash: 

Yet  of  might  to  place  between  us — Oh  the  barrier!  Yon 
Profound 

Shrinks  beside  it,  proves  a  pin-point:  barrier  this,  without  a 
bound ! 

Boundless  though  it  be,  I  reach  you:  somehow  seem  to  have 
you  here 

— Who  are  there.  Yes,  there  you  dwell  now,  plain  the  four 
low  walls  appear; 

Those  are  vineyards  they  enclose  from ;  and  the  little  spire 
which  points 

— That ’s  Collonge,  henceforth  your  dwelling.  All  the  same, 
howe’er  disjoints 

Past  from  present,  no  less  certain  you  are  here,  not  there: 
have  dared, 
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Done  the  feat  of  mountain-climbing, — five  days  since,  we  both 
prepared 

Daring,  doing,  arm  in  arm,  if  other  help  should  haply  fail. 

For  you  asked,  as  forth  we  sallied  to  see  sunset  from  the  vale, 

‘  Why  not  try  for  once  the  mountain, — take  a  foretaste,  snatch 
by  stealth 

Sight  and  sound,  some  unconsidered  fragment  of  the  hoarded 
wealth  ? 

Six  weeks  at  its  base,  yet  never  once  have  we  together  won 

Sight  or  sound  by  honest  climbing:  let  us  two  have  dared  and 
done 

Just  so  much  of  twilight  journey  as  may  prove  to-morrow’s 
jaunt 

Not  the  only  mode  of  wayfare — wheeled  to  reach  the  eagle’s 
haunt!’ 

So,  we  turned  from  the  low  grass-path  you  were  pleased  to 
call  ‘your  own,’ 

Set  our  faces  to  the  rose-bloom  o’er  the  summit’s  front  of 
stone 

Where  Saleve  obtains,  from  Jura  and  the  sunken  sun  she 
hides, 

Due  return  of  blushing  ‘Good  Night,’  rosy  as  a  borne-off 
bride’s, 

For  his  masculine  ‘Good  Morrow’  when,  with  sunrise  still  in 
hold, 

Gay  he  hails  her,  and,  magnific,  thrilled  her  black  length 
burns  to  gold. 

Up  and  up  we  went,  how  careless — nay,  how  joyous!  All 
was  new, 

All  was  strange.  ‘Call  progress  toilsome?  that  were  just  in¬ 
sulting  you ! 

How  the  trees  must  temper  noontide!  Ah,  the  thicket’s 
sudden  break ! 

What  will  be  the  morning  glory,  when  at  dusk  thus  gleams 
the  lake? 

Light  by  light  puts  forth  Geneva:  what  a  land — and,  of  the 
land, 

Can  there  be  a  lovelier  station  than  this  spot  where  now  we 
stand  ? 

Is  it  late,  and  wrong  to  linger?  True,  to-morrow  makes 
amends. 

Toilsome  progress?  child’s  play,  call  it— specially  when  one 
descends ! 
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There,  the  dread  descent  is  over — hardly  our  adventure, 
though ! 

Take  the  vale  where  late  we  left  it,  pace  the  grass-path, 
“mine,”  you  know! 

Proud  completion  of  achievement!’  And  we  paced  it, 
praising  still 

That  soft  tread  on  velvet  verdure  as  it  wound  through  hill 
and  hill; 

And  at  very  end  there  met  us,  coming  from  Collonge,  the  pair 

— All  our  people  of  the  Chalet — two,  enough  and  none  to 
spare. 

So,  we  made  for  home  together,  and  we  reached  it  as  the  stars 

One  by  one  came  lamping — chiefly  that  prepotency  of  Mars — 

And  your  last  word  was  ‘I  owe  you  this  enjoyment!’ — met 
wbth  ‘Nay: 

With  yourself  it  rests  to  have  a  month  of  morrows  like 
to-day !  ’ 

Then  the  meal,  with  talk  and  laughter,  and  the  news  of  that 
rare  nook 

Yet  untroubled  by  the  tourist,  touched  on  by  no  travel  book, 

All  the  same — though  latent — patent,  hybrid  birth  of  land 
and  sea, 

And  (our  travelled  friend  assured  you) — if  such  miracle 
might  be — 

Comparable  for  completeness  of  both  blessings — all  around 

Nature,  and,  inside  her  circle,  safety  from  world’s  sight  and 
sound — 

Comparable  to  our  Saisiaz.  ‘  Hold  it  fast  and  guard  it  well ! 

Go  and  see  and  vouch  for  certain,  then  come  back  and  never 
tell 

Living  soul  but  us;  and  haply,  prove  our  sky  from  cloud  as 
clear, 

There  may  we  four  meet,  praise  fortune  just  as  now,  another 
year !  ’ 

Thus  you  charged  him  on  departure:  not  without  the  final 
charge 

‘Mind  to-morrow’s  early  meeting!  We  must  leave  our 
journey  marge 

Ample  for  the  wayside  wonders:  there ’s  the  stoppage  at  the 
inn 

Three-parts  up  the  mountain,  where  the  hardships  of  the 
track  begin; 


128  LA  SAISIAZ 

There ’s  the  convent  worth  a  visit;  but,  the  triumph  crowning 
all — 

There ’s  Saleve’s  own  platform  facing  glory  which  strikes 
greatness  small, 

- — Blanc,  supreme  above  his  earth-brood,  needles  red  and 
white  and  green, 

Horns  of  silver,  fangs  of  crystal  set  on  edge  in  his  demesne. 

So,  some  three  weeks  since,  we  saw  them:  so,  to-morrow  we 
intend 

You  shall  see  them  likewise;  therefore,  Good  Night  till  to¬ 
morrow,  friend !  ’ 

Last,  the  nothings  that  extinguish  embers  of  a  vivid  day: 

‘What  might  be  the  Marshal’s  next  move,  what  Gambetta’s 
counter-play?’ 

Till  the  landing  on  the  staircase  saw  escape  the  latest  spark: 

‘Sleep  you  well!’  ‘Sleep  but  as  well,  you!’ — lazy  love 
quenched,  all  was  dark. 

Nothing  dark  next  day  at  sundawn!  Up  I  rose  and  forth  I 
fared  : 

Took  my  plunge  within  the  bath-pool,  pacified  the  watch-dog 
scared, 

Saw  proceed  the  transmutation — Jura’s  black  to  one  gold 
glow, 

Trod  your  level  path  that  let  me  drink  the  morning  deep  and 
slow, 

Reached  the  little  quarry — ravage  recompensed  by  shrub  and 
fern — 

Till  the  overflowing  ardours  told  me  time  was  for  return. 

So,  return  I  did,  and  gaily.  But,  for  once,  from  no  far  mound 

Waved  salute  a  tall  white  figure.  ‘Has  her  sleep  been  so 
profound? 

Foresight,  rather,  prudent  saving  strength  for  day’s  ex¬ 
penditure  ! 

Ay,  the  chamber-window’s  open:  out  and  on  the  terrace, 
sure !  ’ 

No,  the  terrace  showed  no  figure,  tall,  white,  leaning  through 
the  wreaths, 

Tangle-twine  of  leaf  and  bloom  that  intercept  the  air  one 
breathes, 

Interpose  between  one’s  love  and  Nature’s  loving,  hill  and 
dale 
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Down  to  where  the  blue  lake’s  wrinkle  marks  the  river’s  in¬ 
rush  pale 

— Mazy  Arve:  whereon  no  vessel  but  goes  sliding  white  and 
plain, 

Not  a  steamboat  pants  from  harbour  but  one  hears  pulsate 
amain, 

Past  the  city’s  congregated  peace  of  homes  and  pomp  of 
spires 

— Man’s  mild  protest  that  there ’s  something  more  than 
Nature,  man  requires, 

And  that,  useful  as  is  Nature  to  attract  the  tourist’s  foot, 

Quiet  slow  sure  money-making  proves  the  matter’s  very 
root,— 

Need  for  body, — while  the  spirit  also  needs  a  comfort  reached 

By  no  help  of  lake  or  mountain,  but  the  texts  whence  Calvin 
preached. 

‘Here ’s  the  veil  withdrawn  from  landscape:  up  to  Jura  and 
beyond, 

All  awaits  us  ranged  and  ready;  yet  she  violates  the  bond, 

Neither  leans  nor  looks  nor  listens:  why  is  this?’  A  turn  of 
eye 

Took  the  whole  sole  answer,  gave  the  undisputed  reason 
‘why!’ 


This  dread  way  you  had  your  summons!  No  premonitory 
touch, 

As  you  talked  and  laughed  (’t  is  told  me)  scarce  a  minute  ere 
the  clutch 

Captured  you  in  cold  forever.  Cold?  nay,  warm  you  were 
as  life 

When  I  raised  you,  while  the  others  used,  in  passionate  poor 
strife. 

All  the  means  that  seemed  to  promise  any  aid,  and  all  in  vain. 

Gone  you  were,  and  I  shall  never  see  that  earnest  face  again 

Grow  transparent,  grow  transfigured  with  the  sudden  light 
that  leapt, 

At  the  first  word’s  provocation,  from  the  heart-deeps  where 
it  slept. 

Therefore,  paying  piteous  duty,  what  seemed  You  have  we 
consigned 

Peacefully  to — what  I  think  were,  of  all  earth-beds,  to  your 
mind 
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Most  the  choice  for  quiet,  yonder:  low  walls  stop  the  vines’ 
approach, 

Lovingly  Sal£ve  protects  you;  village-sports  will  ne’er  en¬ 
croach 

On  the  stranger  lady’s  silence,  whom  friends  bore  so  kind  and 
well 

Thither  ‘just  for  love’s  sake,’ — such  their  own  word  was:  and 
who  can  tell? 

You  supposed  that  few  or  none  had  known  and  loved  you  in 
the  world: 

May  be!  flower  that ’s  full-blown  tempts  the  butterfly,  not 
flower  that ’s  furled. 

But  more  learned  sense  unlocked  you,  loosed  the  sheath  and 
let  expand 

Bud  to  bell  and  outspread  flower-shape  at  the  least  warm 
touch  of  hand 

— Maybe,  throb  of  heart,  beneath  which, — quickening  farther 
than  it  knew, — 

Treasure  oft  was  disembosomed,  scent  all  strange  and  un¬ 
guessed  hue. 

Disembosomed,  re-embosomed, — must  one  memory  suffice, 

Prove  I  knew  an  Alpine-rose  which  all  beside  named  Edel¬ 
weiss  ? 

Rare  thing,  red  or  white,  you  rest  now:  two  days  slumbered 
through ;  and  since 

One  day  more  will  see  me  rid  of  this  same  scene  whereat  I 
wince, 

Tetchy  at  all  sights  and  sounds  and  pettish  at  each  idle  charm 

Proffered  me  who  pace  now  singly  where  we  two  went  arm 
in  arm, — 

I  have  turned  upon  my  weakness:  asked  ‘And  what,  for¬ 
sooth,  prevents 

That,  this  latest  day  allowed  me,  I  fulfil  of  her  intents 

One  she  had  the  most  at  heart — that  we  should  thus  again 
survey 

From  Sal£ve  Mont  Blanc  together?’  Therefore, — dared  and 
done  to-day 

Climbing, — here  I  stand:  but  you— where? 

If  a  spirit  of  the  place 

Broke  the  silence,  bade  me  question,  promised  answer, — 
what  disgrace 
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Did  I  stipulate  ‘  Provided  answer  suit  my  hopes,  not  fears !  ’ 

Would  I  shrink  to  learn  my  life-time’s  limit — days,  weeks, 
months  or  years  ? 

Would  I  shirk  assurance  on  each  point  whereat  I  can  but 
guess — 

‘  Does  the  soul  survive  the  body  ?  Is  there  God’s  self,  no  or  yes?’ 

If  I  know  my  mood,  ’t  were  constant — come  in  whatsoe’er 
uncouth 

Shape  it  should,  nay,  formidable- — so  the  answer  were  but 
truth. 

Well,  and  wherefore  shall  it  daunt  me,  when ’t  is  I  myself  am 
tasked, 

When,  by  weakness  weakness  questioned,  weakly  answers — 
weakly  asked  ? 

Weakness  never  needs  be  falseness:  truth  is  truth  in  each 
degree 

— Thunderpealed  by  God  to  Nature,  whispered  by  my  soul 
to  me. 

Nay,  the  weakness  turns  to  strength  and  triumphs  in  a  truth 
beyond: 

‘Mine  is  but  man’s  truest  answer — how  were  it  did  God 
respond  ?  ’ 

I  shall  no  more  dare  to  mimic  such  response  in  futile  speech, 

Pass  off  human  lisp  as  echo  of  the  sphere-song  out  of  reach, 

Than, — because  it  well  may  happen  yonder,  where  the  far 
snows  blanch 

Mute  Mont  Blanc,  that  who  stands  near  them  sees  and  hears 
an  avalanche, — 

I  shall  pick  a  clod  and  throw, — cry  ‘  Such  the  sight  and  such 
the  sound ! 

What  though  I  nor  see  nor  hear  them?  Others  do,  the  proofs 
abound !’ 

Can  I  make  my  eye  an  eagle’s,  sharpen  ear  to  recognize 

Sound  o’er  league  and  league  of  silence?  Can  I  know,  who 
but  surmise? 

If  I  dared  no  self-deception  when,  a  week  since,  I  and  you 

Walked  and  talked  along  the  grass-path,  passing  lightly  in 
review 

What  seemed  hits  and  what  seemed  misses  in  a  certain  fence- 
play, — strife 

Sundry  minds  of  mark  engaged  in  ‘On  the  Soul  and  Future 
Life,’— 
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If  I  ventured  estimating  what  was  come  of  parried  thrust, 
Subtle  stroke,  and,  rightly,  wrongly,  estimating  could  be  just 
— Just,  though  life  so  seemed  abundant  in  the  form  which 
moved  by  mine, 

I  might  well  have  played  at  feigning,  fooling, — laughed 
‘  What  need  opine 

Pleasure  must  succeed  to  pleasure,  else  past  pleasure  turns  to 
pain, 

And  this  first  life  claims  a  second,  else  I  count  its  good  no 
gain  ?  ’ — 

Much  less  have  I  heart  to  palter  when  the  matter  to  decide 
Now  becomes  ‘Was  ending  ending  once  and  always,  when 
you  died?’ 

Did  the  face,  the  form  I  lifted  as  it  lay,  reveal  the  loss 
Not  alone  of  life  but  soul  ?  A  tribute  to  yon  flowers  and  moss, 
What  of  you  remains  beside  ?  A  memory !  Easy  to  attest 
‘  Certainly  from  out  the  world  that  one  believes  who  knew  her 
best 

Such  was  good  in  her,  such  fair,  which  fair  and  good  were 
great  perchance 

Had  but  fortune  favoured,  bidden  each  shy  faculty  advance; 
After  all — who  knows  another?  Only  as  I  know,  I  speak.’ 
So  much  of  you  lives  within  me  while  I  live  my  year  or  week. 
Then  my  fellow  takes  the  tale  up,  not  unwilling  to  aver 
Duly  in  his  turn  1 1  knew  him  best  of  all,  as  he  knew  her: 

Such  he  was,  and  such  he  was  not,  and  such  other  might  have 
been 

But  that  somehow  every  actor,  somewhere  in  this  earthly 
scene, 

Fails.’  And  so  both  memories  dwindle,  yours  and  mine  to¬ 
gether  linked, 

Till  there  is  but  left  for  comfort,  when  the  last  spark  proves 
extinct, 

This — that  somewhere  new  existence  led  by  men  and  women 
new 

Possibly  attains  perfection  coveted  by  me  and  you ; 

While  ourselves,  the  only  witness  to  what  work  our  life 
evolved, 

Only  to  ourselves  proposing  problems  proper  to  be  solved 
By  ourselves  alone, — who  working  ne’er  shall  know  if  work 
bear  fruit 

Others  reap  and  garner,  heedless  how  produced  by  stalk  and 
root, — 
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We  who,  darkling,  timed  the  day’s  birth, — struggling,  testified 
to  peace, — 

Earned,  by  dint  of  failure,  triumph, — we,  creative  thought, 
must  cease 

In  created  word,  thought’s  echo,  due  to  impulse  long  since 
sped ! 

Why  repine  ?  There ’s  ever  someone  lives  although  our  selves 
be  dead! 


Well,  what  signifies  repugnance?  Truth  is  truth  howe’er  it 
strike. 

Fair  or  foul  the  lot  apportioned  life  on  earth,  we  bear  alike. 
Stalwart  body  idly  yoked  to  stunted  spirit,  powers,  that  fain 
Else  would  soar,  condemned  to  grovel,  groundlings  through 
the  fleshly  chain, — 

Help  that  hinders,  hindrance  proved  but  help  disguised  when 
all  too  late, — 

Hindrance  is  the  fact  acknowledged,  howsoe’er  explained  as 
Fate, 

Fortune,  Providence:  we  bear,  own  life  a  burthen  more  or 
less. 

Life  thus  owned  unhappy,  is  there  supplemental  happiness 
Possible  and  probable  in  life  to  come  ?  or  must  we  count 
Life  a  curse  and  not  a  blessing,  summed-up  in  its  whole 
amount, 

Help  and  hindrance,  joy  and  sorrow? 

Why  should  I  want  courage  here? 
I  will  ask  and  have  an  answer, — with  no  favour,  with  no 
fear, — 

From  myself.  How  much,  how  little,  do  I  inwardly  believe 
True  that  controverted  doctrine?  Is  it  fact  to  which  I  cleave, 
Is  it  fancy  I  but  cherish,  when  I  take  upon  my  lips 
Phrase  the  solemn  Tuscan  fashioned,  and  declare  the  soul’s 
eclipse 

Not  the  soul’s  extinction?  take  his  ‘I  believe  and  I  declare — 
Certain  am  I — from  this  life  I  pass  into  a  better,  there 
Where  that  lady  lives  of  whom  enamoured  was  my  soul’ — 
where  this 

Other  lady,  my  companion  dear  and  true,  she  also  is? 

I  have  questioned  and  am  answered.  Question,  answer  pre¬ 
suppose 
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Two  points:  that  the  thing  itself  which  questions,  answers, 
is,  it  knows; 

As  it  also  knows  the  thing  perceived  outside  itself, — a  force 

Actual  ere  its  own  beginning,  operative  through  its  course, 

Unaffected  by  its  end, — that  this  thing  likewise  needs  must  be ; 

Call  this — God,  then,  call  that — soul,  and  both — the  only 
facts  for  me. 

Prove  them  facts?  that  they  o’erpass  my  power  of  proving, 
proves  them  such : 

Fact  it  is  I  know  I  know  not  something  which  is  fact  as  much. 

What  before  caused  all  the  causes,  what  effect  of  all  effects 

Haply  follows, — these  are  fancy.  Ask  the  rush  if  it  suspects 

Whence  and  how  the  stream  which  floats  it  had  to  rise,  and 
where  and  how 

Falls  or  flows  on  still !  What  answer  makes  the  rush  except 
that  now 

Certainly  it  floats  and  is,  and,  no  less  certain  than  itself, 

Is  the  everyway  external  stream  that  now  through  shoal  and 
shelf 

Floats  it  onward,  leaves  it — may  be — wrecked  at  last,  or 
lands  on  shore 

There  to  root  again  and  grow  and  flourish  stable  evermore. 

—May  be!  mere  surmise  not  knowledge:  much  conjecture 
styled  belief. 

What  the  rush  conceives  the  stream  means  through  the 
voyage  blind  and  brief. 

Why,  because  I  doubtless  am,  shall  I  as  doubtless  be? 
‘  Because 

God  seems  good  and  wise.’  Yet  under  this  our  life’s  apparent 
laws 

Reigns  a  wrong  which,  righted  once,  would  give  quite  other 
laws  to  life. 

‘He  seems  potent.’  Potent  here,  then:  why  are  right  and 
wrong  at  strife  ? 

Has  in  life  the  wrong  the  better?  Happily  life  ends  so  soon! 

Right  predominates  in  life?  Then  why  two  lives  and  double 
boon? 

‘Anyhow,  we  want  it:  wherefore  want?’  Because,  without 
the  want, 

Life,  now  human,  would  be  brutish:  just  that  hope,  however 
scant, 

Makes  the  actual  life  worth  leading;  take  the  hope  therein 
away. 
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All  we  have  to  do  is  surely  not  endure  another  day. 

This  life  has  its  hopes  for  this  life,  hopes  that  promise  joy: 
life  done — 

Out  of  all  the  hopes,  how  many  had  complete  fulfilment? 
none. 

‘But  the  soul  is  not  the  body’:  and  the  breath  is  not  the  flute; 

Both  together  make  the  music:  either  marred  and  all  is  mute. 

Truce  to  such  old  sad  contention  whence,  according  as  we 
shape 

Most  of  hope  or  most  of  fear,  we  issue  in  a  half-escape : 

‘We  believe’  is  sighed.  I  take  the  cup  of  comfort  proffered 
thus, 

Taste  and  try  each  soft  ingredient,  sweet  infusion,  and  discuss 

What  their  blending  may  accomplish  for  the  cure  of  doubt, 
till — slowT, 

Sorrowful,  but  how  decided !  needs  must  I  o’erturn  it — so ! 

Cause  before,  effect  behind  me — blanks!  The  midway  point 
I  am. 

Caused,  itself — itself  efficient:  in  that  narrow  space  must 
cram 

All  experience — out  of  which  there  crowds  conjecture  mani¬ 
fold, 

But,  as  knowledge,  this  comes  only — things  may  be  as  I 
behold, 

Or  may  not  be,  but,  without  me  and  above  me,  things  there 
are; 

I  myself  am  what  I  know  not — ignorance  which  proves  no 
bar 

To  the  knowledge  that  I  am,  and,  since  I  am,  can  recognize 

What  to  me  is  pain  and  pleasure:  this  is  sure,  the  rest — 
surmise. 

If  my  fellows  are  or  are  not,  what  may  please  them  and  what 
pain, — 

Mere  surmise:  my  own  experience — that  is  knowledge,  once 
again ! 

I  have  lived,  then,  done  and  suffered,  loved  and  hated,  learnt 
and  taught 

This — there  is  no  reconciling  wisdom  with  a  world  distraught, 

Goodness  with  triumphant  evil,  power  with  failure  in  the  aim, 

If _ (to  my  own  sense,  remember !  though  none  other  feel  the 

same !) — 

If  you  bar  me  from  assuming  earth  to  be  a  pupil’s  place, 
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And  life,  time, — with  all  their  chances,  changes, — just  pro¬ 
bation-space, 

Mine,  for  me.  But  those  apparent  other  mortals — theirs,  for 
them? 

Knowledge  stands  on  my  experience:  all  outside  its  narrow 
hem, 

Free  surmise  may  sport  and  welcome!  Pleasures,  pains 
affect  mankind 

Just  as  they  affect  myself?  Why,  here ’s  my  neighbour 
colour-blind, 

Eyes  like  mine  to  all  appearance:  ‘green  as  grass’  do  I 
affirm? 

‘  Red  as  grass  ’  he  contradicts  me :  which  employs  the  proper 
term? 

Were  we  two  the  earth’s  sole  tenants,  with  no  third  for  referee, 
How  should  I  distinguish?  Just  so,  God  must  judge  ’twixt 
man  and  me. 

To  each  mortal  perad venture  earth  becomes  a  new  machine, 
Pain  and  pleasure  no  more  tally  in  our  sense  than  red  and 
^  green; 

Still,  without  what  seems  such  mortal’s  pleasure,  pain,  my 
life  were  lost 

— Life,  my  whole  sole  chance  to  prove — although  at  man’s 
apparent  cost — 

What  is  beauteous  and  what  ugly,  right  to  strive  for,  right  to 
shun, 

Fit  to  help  and  fit  to  hinder, — prove  my  forces  everyone, 
Good  and  evil, — learn  life’s  lesson,  hate  of  evil,  love  of  good, 
As ’t  is  set  me,  understand  so  much  as  may  be  understood — 
Solve  the  problem:  ‘From  thine  apprehended  scheme  of 
things,  deduce 

Praise  or  blame  of  its  contriver,  shown  a  niggard  or  profuse 
In  each  good  or  evil  issue !  nor  miscalculate  alike 
Counting  one  the  other  in  the  final  balance,  which  to  strike, 
Soul  was  born  and  life  allotted :  ay,  the  show  of  things  unfurled 
For  thy  summing-up  and  judgment, — thine,  no  other  mortal’s 
world !  ’ 

What  though  fancy  scarce  may  grapple  with  the  complex  and 
immense 

— ‘His  own  world  for  every  mortal?’  Postulate  omni¬ 
potence  ! 

Limit  power,  and  simple  grows  the  complex:  shrunk  to  atom 
size, 
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That  which  loomed  immense  to  fancy  low  before  my  reason 
lies, — 

I  survey  it  and  pronounce  it  work  like  other  work:  success 

Here  and  there,  the  workman’s  glory, — here  and  there,  his 
shame  no  less, 

Failure  as  conspicuous.  Taunt  not  ‘Human  work  ape  work 
divine?’ 

As  the  power,  expect  performance!  God’s  be  God’s  as  mine 
is  mine ! 

God  whose  power  made  man  and  made  man’s  wants,  and 
made,  to  meet  those  wants, 

Heaven  and  earth  which,  through  the  body,  prove  the  spirit’s 
ministrants, 

Excellently  all, — did  He  lack  power  or  was  the  will  in  fault 

When  He  let  blue  heaven  be  shrouded  o’er  by  vapours  of  the 
vault, 

Gay  earth  drop  her  garlands  shrivelled  at  the  first  infecting 
breath 

Of  the  serpent  pains  which  herald,  swarming  in,  the  dragon 
death  ? 

What,  no  way  but  this  that  man  may  learn  and  lay  to  heart 
how  rife 

Life  were  with  delights  would  only  death  allow  their  taste  to 
life? 

Must  the  rose  sigh  ‘Pluck — I  perish!’  must  the  eve  weep 
‘Gaze — I  fade!’ 

— Every  sweet  warn  ‘’Ware  my  bitter!’  every  shine  bid 
‘Wait  my  shade’? 

Can  we  love  but  on  condition,  that  the  thing  we  love  must 
die? 

Needs  there  groan  a  world  in  anguish  just  to  teach  us  sym¬ 
pathy — 

Multitudinously  wretched  that  we,  wretched  too,  may  guess 

What  a  preferable  state  were  universal  happiness? 

Hardly  do  I  so  conceive  the  outcome  of  that  power  which 
went 

To  the  making  of  the  worm  there  in  yon  clod  its  tenement, 

Any  more  than  I  distinguish  aught  of  that  which,  wise  and 
good, 

Framed  the  leaf,  its  plain  of  pasture,  dropped  the  dew,  its 
fineless  food. 

Nay,  were  fancy  fact,  were  earth  and  all  it  holds  illusion  mere, 

Onlv  a  machine  for  teaching  love  and  hate  and  hope  and  fear 
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To  myself,  the  sole  existence,  single  truth  mid  falsehood, — 
well! 

If  the  harsh  throes  of  the  prelude  die  not  off  into  the  swell 
Of  that  perfect  piece  they  sting  me  to  become  a-strain  for, — if 
Roughness  of  the  long  rock-clamber  lead  not  to  the  last  of 
cliff, 

First  of  level  country  where  is  sward  my  pilgrim-foot  can 
prize, — 

Plainlier !  if  this  life’s  conception  new  life  fail  to  realize, — 
Though  earth  burst  and  proved  a  bubble  glassing  hues  of 
hell,  one  huge 

Reflex  of  the  devil’s  doings — God’s  work  by  no  subterfuge — 
(So  death’s  kindly  touch  informed  me  as  it  broke  the  glamour, 
gave 

Soul  and  body  both  release  from  life’s  long  nightmare  in  the 
grave) 

Still, — with  no  more  Nature,  no  more  Man  as  riddle  to  be 
read, 

Only  my  own  joys  and  sorrows  now  to  reckon  real  instead, — 
I  must  say — or  choke  in  silence—'  Howsoever  came  my  fate, 
Sorrow  did  and  joy  did  nowise, — life  well  weighed, — pre¬ 
ponderate.’ 

By  necessity  ordained  thus  ?  I  shall  bear  as  best  I  can ; 

By  a  cause  all-good,  all-wise,  all-potent?  No,  as  I  am  man! 
Such  were  God:  and  was  it  goodness  that  the  good  within  my 
range 

Or  had  evil  in  admixture  or  grew  evil’s  self  by  change  ? 
Wisdom — that  becoming  wise  meant  making  slow  and  sure 
advance 

From  a  knowledge  proved  in  error  to  acknowledged 
ignorance  ? 

Power?  ’t  is  just  the  main  assumption  reason  most  revolts 
at!  power 

Unavailing  for  bestowment  on  its  creature  of  an  hour, 

Man,  of  so  much  proper  action  rightly  aimed  and  reaching 
aim, 

So  much  passion, — no  defect  there,  no  excess,  but  still  the 
same, — 

As  what  constitutes  existence,  pure  perfection  bright  as 
brief 

For  yon  worm,  man’s  fellow-creature,  on  yon  happier  world 
— its  leaf ! 

No,  as  I  am  man,  I  mourn  the  poverty  I  must  impute: 
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Goodness,  wisdom,  power,  all  bounded,  each  a  human 
attribute ! 

But,  0  world  outspread  beneath  me !  only  for  myself  I  speak, 
Nowise  dare  to  play  the  spokesman  for  my  brothers  strong 
and  weak, 

Full  and  empty,  wise  and  foolish,  good  and  bad,  in  every  age, 
Every  clime,  I  turn  my  eyes  from,  as  in  one  or  other  stage 
Of  a  torture  writhe  they,  Job-like  couched  on  dung  and 
crazed  with  blains 

— Wherefore?  whereto?  ask  the  whirlwind  what  the  dread 
voice  thence  explains ! 

I  shall  ‘  vindicate  no  way  of  God’s  to  man,’  nor  stand  apart, 
‘Laugh,  be  candid!’  while  I  watch  it  traversing  the  human 
heart. 

Traversed  heart  must  tell  its  story  uncommented  on:  no 
less 

Mine  results  in  ‘  Only  grant  a  second  life,  I  acquiesce 
In  this  present  life  as  failure,  count  misfortune’s  worst  assaults 
Triumph,  not  defeat,  assured  that  loss  so  much  the  more 
exalts 

Gain  about  to  be.  For  at  what  moment  did  I  so  advance 
Near  to  knowledge  as  when  frustrate  of  escape  from 
ignorance  ? 

Did  not  beauty  prove  most  precious  when  its  opposite 
obtained 

Rule,  and  truth  seem  more  than  ever  potent  because  false¬ 
hood  reigned  ? 

While  for  love — Oh  how  but,  losing  love,  does  whoso  loves 
succeed 

By  the  death-pang  to  the  birth-throe — learning  what  is  love 
indeed  ? 

Only  grant  my  soul  may  carry  high  through  death  her  cup 
unspilled, 

Brimming  though  it  be  with  knowledge,  life’s  loss  drop  by 
drop  distilled, 

I  shall  boast  it  mine — the  balsam,  bless  each  kindly  wrench 
that  wrung 

From  life’s  tree  its  inmost  virtue,  tapped  the  root  whence 
pleasure  sprung, 

Barked  the  bole,  and  broke  the  bough,  and  bruised  the  berry, 
left  all  grace 

Ashes  in  death’s  stern  alembic,  loosed  elixir  in  its  place! 
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Witness,  Dear  and  True,  how  little  I  was  ’ware  of — not  your 
worth 

— That  I  knew,  my  heart  assures  me — but  of  what  a  shade 
on  earth 

Would  the  passage  from  my  presence  of  the  tall  white  figure 
throw 

O’er  the  ways  we  walked  together !  Somewhat  narrow,  some¬ 
what  slow 

Used  to  seem  the  ways,  the  walking:  narrow  ways  are  well  to 
tread 

When  there ’s  moss  beneath  the  footstep,  honeysuckle  over¬ 
head: 

Walking  slow  to  beating  bosom  surest  solace  soonest  gives, 

Liberates  the  brain  o’erloaded — best  of  all  restoratives. 

Nay,  do  I  forget  the  open  vast  where  soon  or  late  converged 

Ways  though  winding? — world-wide  heaven-high  sea  where 
music  slept  or  surged 

As  the  angel  had  ascendant,  and  Beethoven’s  Titan  mace 

Smote  the  immense  to  storm  Mozart  would  by  a  finger’s 
lifting  chase  ? 

Yes,  I  knew — but  not  with  knowledge  such  as  thrills  me  while 
I  view 

Yonder  precinct  which  henceforward  holds  and  hides  the 
Dear  and  True. 

Grant  me  (once  again)  assurance  we  shall  each  meet  each 
some  day, 

Walk — but  with  how  bold  a  footstep!  on  a  way — but  what  a 
way ! 

— Worst  were  best,  defeat  were  triumph,  utter  loss  were 
utmost  gain. 

Can  it  be,  and  must,  and  will  it  ? 

Silence!  Out  of  fact’s  domain, 

Just  surmise  prepared  to  mutter  hope,  and  also  fear — 
dispute 

Fact’s  inexorable  ruling  ‘  Outside  fact,  surmise  be  mute !  ’ 

Well! 

Ay,  well  and  best,  if  fact’s  self  I  may  force  the  answer 

from! 

'T  is  surmise  I  stop  the  mouth  of.  Not  above  in  yonder 
dome 

All  a  rapture  with  its  rose-glow, — not  around ,  where  pile  and 
peak 
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Strainingly  await  the  sun’s  fall,— not  beneath,  where  crickets 
creak, 

Birds  assemble  for  their  bed-time,  soft  the  tree-top  swell 
subsides, — 

No,  nor  yet  within  my  deepest  sentient  self  the  knowledge 
hides, 

Aspiration,  reminiscence,  plausibilities  of  trust 

— Now  the  ready  ‘Man  were  wronged  else,’  now  the  rash  ‘and 
God  unjust’ — 

None  of  these  I  need.  Take  thou,  my  soul,  thy  solitary  stand, 

Umpire  to  the  champions  Fancy,  Reason,  as  on  either  hand 

Amicable  war  they  wage  and  play  the  foe  in  thy  behoof ! 

Fancy  thrust  and  Reason  parry !  Thine  the  prize  who  stand 
aloof. 


FANCY 

I  concede  the  thing  refused:  henceforth  no  certainty  more 
plain 

Than  this  mere  surmise  that  after  body  dies  soul  lives  again. 
Two,  the  only  facts  acknowledged  late,  are  now  increased  to 
three — 

God  is,  and  the  soul  is,  and,  as  certain,  after  death  shall  be. 
Put  this  third  to  use  in  life,  the  time  for  using  fact ! 


REASON 

Ido: 

Find  it  promises  advantage,  coupled  with  the  other  two. 

Life  to  come  will  be  improvement  on  the  life  that ’s  now ; 
destroy 

Body’s  thwartings,  there ’s  no  longer  screen  betwixt  soul  and 
soul’s  joy. 

Why  should  we  expect  new  hindrance,  novel  tether?  In  this 
first 

Life,  I  see  the  good  of  evil,  why  our  world  began  at  worst: 

Since  time  means  amelioration,  tardily  enough  displayed, 

Yet  a  mainly  onward  moving,  never  wholly  retrograde. 

We  know  more  though  we  know  little,  we  grow  stronger 
though  still  weak, 

Partly  see  though  all  too  purblind,  stammer  though  we 
cannot  speak. 

There  is  no  such  grudge  in  God  as  scared  the  ancient  Greek, 
no  fresh 
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Substitute  of  trap  for  dragnet,  once  a  breakage  in  the  mesh. 
Dragons  were,  and  serpents  are,  and  blindworms  will  be: 
ne’er  emerged 

Any  new-created  python  for  man’s  plague  since  earth  was 
purged. 

Failing  proof,  then,  of  invented  trouble  to  replace  the  old, 
O’er  this  life  the  next  presents  advantage  much  and  manifold : 
Which  advantage — in  the  absence  of  a  fourth  and  farther  fact 
Now  conceivably  surmised,  of  harm  to  follow  from  the  act — 
I  pronounce  for  man’s  obtaining  at  this  moment.  Why 
delay? 

Is  he  happy?  happiness  will  change:  anticipate  the  day! 

Is  he  sad  ?  there ’s  ready  refuge :  of  all  sadness  death ’s  prompt 
cure! 

Is  he  both,  in  mingled  measure?  cease  a  burthen  to  endure! 
Pains  with  sorry  compensations,  pleasures  stinted  in  the  dole, 
Power  that  sinks  and  pettiness  that  soars,  all  halved  and 
nothing  whole, 

Idle  hopes  that  lure  man  onward,  forced  back  by  as  idle 
fears — 

What  a  load  he  stumbles  under  through  his  glad  sad  seventy 
years, 

When  a  touch  sets  right  the  turmoil,  lifts  his  spirit  where, 
flesh-freed, 

Knowledge  shall  be  rightly  named  so,  all  that  seems  be  truth 
indeed ! 

Grant  his  forces  no  accession,  nay,  no  faculty’s  increase, 

Only  let  what  now  exists  continue,  let  him  prove  in  peace 
Power  whereof  the  interrupted  unperfected  play  enticed 
Man  through  darkness,  which  to  lighten  any  spark  of  hope 
sufficed, — 

What  shall  then  deter  his  dying  out  of  darkness  into  light  ? 
Death  itself  perchance,  brief  pain  that ’s  pang,  condensed  and 
infinite? 

But  at  worst,  he  needs  must  brave  it  one  day,  while,  at  best, 
he  laughs — 

Drops  a  drop  within  his  chalice,  sleep  not  death  his  science 
quaffs ! 

Any  moment  claims  more  courage  when,  by  crossing  cold  and 
gloom, 

Manfully  man  quits  discomfort,  makes  for  the  provided  room 
Where  the  old  friends  want  their  fellow,  where  the  new 
acquaintance  wait, 
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Probably  for  talk  assembled,  possibly  to  sup  in  state! 

I  affirm  and  re-affirm  it  therefore:  only  make  as  plain 

As  that  man  now  lives,  that,  after  dying,  man  will  live 
again,— 

Make  as  plain  the  absence,  also,  of  a  law  to  contravene 

Voluntary  passage  from  this  life  to  that  by  change  of  scene, — 

And  I  bid  him — at  suspicion  of  first  cloud  athwart  his  sky, 

Flower’s  departure,  frost’s  arrival — never  hesitate,  but  die ! 

FANCY 

Then  I  double  my  concession:  grant,  along  with  new  life 
sure, 

This  same  law  found  lacking  now:  ordain  that,  whether  rich 
or  poor 

Present  life  is  judged  in  aught  man  counts  advantage — be  it 
hope. 

Be  it  fear  that  brightens,  blackens  most  or  least  his  horo¬ 
scope, — 

He,  by  absolute  compulsion  such  as  made  him  live  at  all, 

Go  on  living  to  the  fated  end  of  life  whate’er  befall. 

What  though,  as  on  earth  he  darkling  grovels,  man  descry 
the  sphere, 

Next  life’s — call  it,  heaven  of  freedom,  close  above  and 
crystal-clear  ? 

He  shall  find — say,  hell  to  punish  who  in  aught  curtails  the 
term, 

Fain  would  act  the  butterfly  before  he  has  played  out  the 
worm. 

God,  soul,  earth,  heaven,  hell, — five  facts  now:  what  is  to 
desiderate  ? 


REASON 

Nothing!  Henceforth  man’s  existence  bows  to  the  monition 
‘Wait! 

Take  the  joys  and  bear  the  sorrows — neither  with  extreme 
concern ! 

Living  here  means  nescience  simply:  ’t  is  next  life  that  helps 
to  learn. 

Shut  those  eyes,  next  life  will  open, — stop  those  ears,  next 
life  will  teach 

Hearing’s  office, — close  those  lips,  next  life  will  give  the 
power  of  speech! 
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Or,  if  action  more  amuse  thee  than  the  passive  attitude, 
Bravely  bustle  through  thy  being,  busy  thee  for  ill  or  good, 
Reap  this  life’s  success  or  failure!  Soon  shall  things  be  un¬ 
perplexed 

And  the  right  and  wrong,  now  tangled,  lie  unravelled  in  the 
next.’ 


FANCY 

Not  so  fast!  Still  more  concession!  not  alone  do  I  declare 
Life  must  needs  be  borne, — I  also  will  that  man  become  aware 
Life  has  worth  incalculable,  every  moment  that  he  spends 
So  much  gain  or  loss  for  that  next  life  which  on  this  life 
depends. 

Good,  done  here,  be  there  rewarded, — evil,  worked  here, 
there  amerced ! 

Six  facts  now,  and  all  established,  plain  to  man  the  last  as 
first. 


REASON 

There  was  good  and  evil,  then,  defined  to  man  by  this  decree  ? 

Was — for  at  its  promulgation  both  alike  have  ceased  to  be. 

Prior  to  this  last  announcement  ‘  Certainly  as  God  exists, 

As  He  made  man’s  soul,  as  soul  is  quenchless  by  the  deathly 
mists, 

Yet  is,  all  the  same,  forbidden  premature  escape  from  time 

To  eternity’s  provided  purer  air  and  brighter  clime, — 

J ust  so  certainly  depends  it  on  the  use  to  which  man  turns 

Earth,  the  good  or  evil  done  there,  whether  after  death  he 
earns 

Life  eternal, — heaven,  the  phrase  be,  or  eternal  death, — say, 
hell. 

As  his  deeds,  so  proves  his  portion,  doing  ill  or  doing  well.’ 

— Prior  to  this  last  announcement,  earth  was  man’s  probation- 
place  : 

Liberty  of  doing  evil  gave  his  doing  good  a  grace; 

Once  lay  down  the  law,  with  Nature’s  simple  ‘Such  effects 
succeed 

Causes  such,  and  heaven  or  hell  depends  upon  man’s  earthly 
deed 

Just  as  surely  as  depends  the  straight  or  else  the  crooked  line 

On  his  making  point  meet  point  or  with  or  else  without  in¬ 
cline,’ — 
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Thenceforth  neither  good  nor  evil  does  man,  doing  what  he 
must. 

Lay  but  down  that  law  as  stringent  ‘  Wouldst  thou  live  again, 
be  just!’ 

As  this  other  ‘Wouldst  thou  live  now,  regularly  draw  thy 
breath ! 

For,  suspend  the  operation,  straight  law’s  breach  results  in 
death — ’ 

And  (provided  always,  man,  addressed  this  mode,  be  sound 
and  sane) 

Prompt  and  absolute  obedience,  never  doubt,  will  law  obtain ! 

Tell  not  me  ‘  Look  round  us !  nothing  each  side  but  acknow¬ 
ledged  law, 

Now  styled  God’s — now,  Nature’s  edict !’  Where ’s  obedience 
without  flaw 

Paid  to  either?  What’s  the  adage  rife  in  man’s  mouth? 
Why,  ‘The  best 

I  both  see  and  praise,  the  worst  I  follow’ — which,  despite 
professed 

Seeing,  praising,  all  the  same  he  follows,  since  he  disbelieves 

In  the  heart  of  him  that  edict  which  for  truth  his  head  receives. 

There ’s  evading  and  persuading  and  much  making  law 
amends 

Somehow,  there ’s  the  nice  distinction  ’twixt  fast  foes  and 
faulty  friends, 

— Any  consequence  except  inevitable  death  when  ‘  Die, 

Whoso  breaks  our  law!’  they  publish,  God  and  Nature 
equally. 

Law  that ’s  kept  or  broken — subject  to  man’s  will  and 
pleasure!  Whence? 

How  comes  law  to  bear  eluding?  Not  because  of  impotence: 

Certain  laws  exist  already  which  to  hear  means  to  obey ; 

Therefore  not  without  a  purpose  these  man  must,  while  those 
man  may 

Keep  and,  for  the  keeping,  haply  gain  approval  and  reward. 

Break  through  this  last  superstructure,  all  is  empty  air — no 
sward 

Firm  like  my  first  fact  to  stand  on  ‘God  there  is,  and  soul 
there  is,’ 

And  soul’s  earthly  life-allotment:  wherein,  by  hypothesis, 

Soul  is  bound  to  pass  probation,  prove  its  powers,  and  exercise 

Sense  and  thought  on  fact,  and  then,  from  fact  educing  fit 
surmise, 


LA  SAISIAZ 


146 

Ask  itself,  and  of  itself  have  solely  answer,  ‘  Does  the  scope 

Earth  affords  of  fact  to  judge  by  warrant  future  fear  or 
hope?’ 

Thus  have  we  come  back  full  circle :  fancy’s  footsteps  one  by 
one 

Go  their  round  conducting  reason  to  the  point  where  they 
begun, 

Left  where  we  were  left  so  lately,  Dear  and  True!  When, 
half  a  week 

Since,  we  walked  and  talked  and  thus  I  told  you,  how  suffused 
a  cheek 

You  had  turned  me  had  I  sudden  brought  the  blush  into  the 
smile 

By  some  word  like  ‘Idly  argued!  you  know  better  all  the 
while!’ 

Now,  from  me — Oh  not  a  blush  but,  how  much  more,  a  joyous 
glow, 

Laugh  triumphant,  would  it  strike  did  your  ‘Yes,  better  I  do 
know’ 

Break,  my  warrant  for  assurance !  which  assurance  may  not  be 

If,  supplanting  hope,  assurance  needs  must  change  this  life 
to  me. 

So,  I  hope — no  more  than  hope,  but  hope— no  less  than  hope, 
because 

I  can  fathom,  by  no  plumb-line  sunk  in  life’s  apparent  laws, 

How  I  may  in  any  instance  fix  where  change  should  meetly  fall 

Nor  involve,  by  one  revisal,  abrogation  of  them  all: 

—Which  again  involves  as  utter  change  in  life  thus  law- 
released, 

Whence  the  good  of  goodness  vanished  when  the  ill  of  evil 
ceased. 

Whereas,  life  and  laws  apparent  re-instated, — all  we  know, 

All  we  know  not, — o’er  our  heaven  again  cloud  closes,  until, 

lo — 

Hope  the  arrowy,  just  as  constant,  comes  to  pierce  its  gloom, 
compelled 

By  a  power  and  by  a  purpose  which,  if  no  one  else  beheld, 

I  behold  in  life,  so — hope! 


Sad  summing-up  of  all  to  say ! 
Athanasius  contra  mundum,  why  should  he  hope  more  than 
they? 
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So  are  men  made  notwithstanding,  such  magnetic  virtue  darts 

From  each  head  their  fancy  haloes  to  their  unresisting  hearts! 

Here  I  stand,  methinks  a  stone’s  throw  from  yon  village  I 
this  morn 

Traversed  for  the  sake  of  looking  one  last  look  at  its  forlorn 

Tenement’s  ignoble  fortune:  through  a  crevice,  plain  its  floor 

Piled  with  provender  for  cattle,  while  a  dung-heap  blocked 
the  door. 

In  that  squalid  Bossex,  under  that  obscene  red  roof,  arose, 

Like  a  fiery  flying  serpent  from  its  egg,  a  soul — Rousseau’s. 

Turn  thence!  Is  it  Diodati  joins  the  glimmer  of  the  lake? 

There  I  plucked  a  leaf,  one  week  since, — ivy,  plucked  for 
Byron’s  sake. 

Famed  unfortunates!  And  yet,  because  of  that  phosphoric 
fame 

Swathing  blackness’  self  with  brightness  till  putridity  looked 
flame, 

All  the  world  was  witched:  and  wherefore?  what  could  lie 
beneath,  allure 

Heart  of  man  to  let  corruption  serve  man’s  head  as  cynosure  ? 

Was  the  magic  in  the  dictum  ‘  All  that ’s  good  is  gone  and 
past; 

Bad  and  worse  still  grows  the  present,  and  the  worst  of  all 
comes  last: 

Which  believe — for  I  believe  it?’  So  preached  one  his 
gospel-news  ; 

While  melodious  moaned  the  other  ‘  Dying  day  with  dolphin- 
hues! 

Storm,  for  loveliness  and  darkness  like  a  woman’s  eye!  Ye 
mounts 

Where  I  climb  to  ’scape  my  fellow,  and  thou  sea  wherein  he 
counts 

Not  one  inch  of  vile  dominion!  What  were  your  especial 
worth 

Failed  ye  to  enforce  the  maxim  “  Of  all  objects  found  on  earth 

Man  is  meanest,  much  too  honoured  when  compared  with— 
what  by  odds 

Beats  him— any  dog:  so,  let  him  go  a-howling  to  his  gods!” 

Which  believe — for  I  believe  it!’  such  the  comfort  man 
received 

Sadly  since  perforce  he  must:  for  why?  the  famous  bard 
believed ! 
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Fame!  Then,  give  me  fame,  a  moment!  As  I  gather  at  a 
glance 

Human  glory  after  glory  vivifying  yon  expanse, 

Let  me  grasp  them  all  together,  hold  on  high  and  brandish 
well 

Beacon-like  above  the  rapt  world  ready,  whether  heaven  or 
hell 

Send  the  dazzling  summons  earthward,  to  submit  itself  the 
same, 

Take  on  trust  the  hope  or  else  despair  flashed  full  on  face  by 
— Fame ! 

Thanks,  thou  pine  tree  of  Makistos,  wide  thy  giant  torch  I 
wave! 

Know  ye  whence  I  plucked  the  pillar,  late  with  sky  for 
architrave? 

This  the  trunk,  the  central  solid  Knowledge,  kindled  core, 
began 

Tugging  earth-deeps,  trying  heaven-heights,  rooted  yonder  at 
Lausanne. 

This  which  flits  and  spits,  the  aspic, — sparkles  in  and  out  the 
boughs 

Now,  and  now  condensed,  the  python,  coiling  round  and 
round  allows 

Scarce  the  bole  its  due  effulgence,  dulled  by  flake  on  flake  of 
Wit- 

Laughter  so  bejewels  Learning, — what  but  Ferney  nourished 
it? 

Nay,  nor  fear— since  every  resin  feeds  the  flame — that  I 
dispense 

With  yon  Bossex  terebinth-tree’s  all-explosive  Eloquence: 

No,  be  sure!  nor,  any  more  than  thy  resplendency,  Jean- 
Jacques, 

Dare  I  want  thine,  Diodati!  What  though  monkeys  and 
macaques 

Gibber  ‘Byron’?  Byron’s  ivy  rears  a  branch  beyond  the 
crew, 

Green  for  ever,  no  deciduous  trash  macaques  and  monkeys 
chew! 

As  Rousseau,  then,  eloquent,  as  Byron  prime  in  poet’s 
power, — 

Detonations,  fulgurations,  smiles — the  rainbow,  tears — the 
shower, — 

Lo,  I  lift  the  coruscating  marvel — Fame !  and,  famed,  declare 
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— Learned  for  the  nonce  as  Gibbon,  witty  as  wit’s  self  Vol¬ 
taire  .  .  . 

0  the  sorriest  of  conclusions  to  whatever  man  of  sense 

Mid  the  millions  stands  the  unit,  takes  no  flare  for  evidence! 

Yet  the  millions  have  their  portion,  live  their  calm  or  troub¬ 
lous  day. 

Find  significance  in  fireworks:  so,  by  help  of  mine,  they  may 

Confidently  lay  to  heart  and  lock  in  head  their  life  long— 
this: 

‘He  there  with  the  brand  flamboyant,  broad  o’er  night’s 
forlorn  abyss, 

Crowned  by  prose  and  verse ;  and  wielding,  with  Wit’s  bauble, 
Learning’s  rod  .  .  . 

Well?  Why,  he  at  least  believed  in  Soul,  was  very  sure  of 
God. 


So  the  poor  smile  played,  that  evening:  pallid  smile  long  since 
extinct 

Here  in  London’s  mid-November!  Not  so  loosely  thoughts 
were  linked, 

Six  weeks  since  as  I,  descending  in  the  sunset  from  SaHve, 

Found  the  chain,  I  seemed  to  forge  there,  flawless  till  it 
reached  your  grave, — 

Not  so  filmy  was  the  texture,  but  I  bore  it  in  my  breast 

Safe  thus  far.  And  since  I  found  a  something  in  me  would 
not  rest 

Till  I,  link  by  link,  unravelled  any  tangle  of  the  chain, 

— Here  it  lies,  for  much  or  little!  I  have  lived  all  o’er  again 

That  last  pregnant  hour :  I  saved  it,  just  as  I  could  save  a  root 

Disinterred  for  re-interment  when  the  time  best  helps  to  shoot. 

Life  is  stocked  with  germs  of  torpid  life;  but  may  I  never 
wake 

Those  of  mine  whose  resurrection  could  not  be  without  earth¬ 
quake  ! 

Rest  all  such,  unraised  forever!  Be  this,  sad  yet  sweet,  the 
sole 

Memory  evoked  from  slumber!  Least  part  this:  then  what 
the  whole? 
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First  I  salute  this  soil  of  the  blessed,  river  and  rock ! 

Gods  of  my  birthplace,  demons  and  heroes,  honour  to  all ! 

Then  I  name  thee,  claim  thee  for  our  patron,  co-equal  in 
praise 

— Ay,  with  Zeus  the  Defender,  with  Her  of  the  aegis  and  spear ! 

Also,  ye  of  the  bow  and  the  buskin,  praised  be  your  peer, 

Now,  henceforth  and  forever, — O  latest  to  whom  I  upraise 

Hand  and  heart  and  voice!  For  Athens,  leave  pasture  and 
flock! 

Present  to  help,  potent  to  save,  Pan — patron  I  call ! 

Archons  of  Athens,  topped  by  the  tettix,  see,  I  return! 

See,  ’t  is  myself  here  standing  alive,  no  spectre  that  speaks! 

Crowned  with  the  myrtle,  did  you  command  me,  Athens  and 

y°u, 

‘Run,  Pheidippides,  run  and  race,  reach  Sparta  for  aid! 

Persia  has  come,  we  are  here,  where  is  She  ?  ’  Y our  command 
I  obeyed, 

Ran  and  raced:  like  stubble,  some  field  which  a  fire  runs 
through, 

Was  the  space  between  city  and  city:  two  days,  two  nights 
did  I  burn 

Over  the  hills,  under  the  dales,  down  pits  and  up  peaks. 

Into  their  midst  I  broke:  breath  served  but  for  ‘Persia  has 
come! 

Persia  bids  Athens  proffer  slaves’-tribute,  water  and  earth; 

Razed  to  the  ground  is  Eretria — but  Athens,  shall  Athens 
sink, 

Drop  into  dust  and  die — the  flower  of  Hellas  utterly  die, 

Die,  with  the  wide  world  spitting  at  Sparta,  the  stupid,  the 
stander-by? 
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Answer  me  quick,  what  help,  what  hand  do  you  stretch  o’er 
destruction’s  brink? 

How, — when?  No  care  for  my  limbs! — there ’s  lightning  in 
all  and  some — 

Fresh  and  fit  your  message  to  Dear,  once  lips  give  it  birth!’ 

0  my  Athens — Sparta  love  thee?  Did  Sparta  respond? 

Every  face  of  her  leered  in  a  furrow  of  envy,  mistrust, 

Malice, — each  eye  of  her  gave  me  its  glitter  of  gratified  hate ! 

Gravely  they  turned  to  take  counsel,  to  cast  for  excuses. 
I  stood 

Quivering, — the  limbs  of  me  fretting  as  fire  frets,  an  inch 
from  dry  wood : 

‘Persia  has  come,  Athens  asks  aid,  and  still  they  debate? 

Thunder,  thou  Zeus !  Athene,  are  Spartans  a  quarry  beyond 

Swing  of  thy  spear?  Phoibos  and  Artemis,  clang  them  “Ye 
must”!’ 

No  bolt  launched  from  Olumpos!  Lo,  their  answer  at  last! 

‘  Has  Persia  come, — does  Athens  ask  aid, — may  Sparta  be¬ 
friend  ? 

Nowise  precipitate  judgment — too  weighty  the  issue  at 
stake ! 

Count  we  no  time  lost  time  which  lags  through  respect  to  the 
Gods! 

Ponder  that  precept  of  old,  “No  warfare,  whatever  the  odds 

In  your  favour,  so  long  as  the  moon,  half-orbed,  is  unable 
to  take 

Full-circle  her  state  in  the  sky!”  Already  she  rounds  to  it 
fast: 

Athens  must  wait,  patient  as  we — who  judgment  suspend.’ 

Athens, — except  for  that  sparkle, — thy  name,  I  had  mould¬ 
ered  to  ash ! 

That  sent  a  blaze  through  my  blood;  off,  off  and  away  was 
I  back, 

— Not  one  word  to  waste,  one  look  to  lose  on  the  false  and 
the  vile ! 

Yet  ‘0  Gods  of  my  land!’  I  cried,  as  each  hillock  and  plain, 

Wood  and  stream,  I  knew,  I  named,  rushing  past  them  again, 

‘  Have  ye  kept  faith,  proved  mindful  of  honours  we  paid  you 
erewhile  ? 
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Vain  was  the  filleted  victim,  the  fulsome  libation!  Too  rash 
Love  in  its  choice,  paid  you  so  largely  service  so  slack ! 

‘  Oak  and  olive  and  bay, — I  bid  you  cease  to  enwreathe 
Brows  made  bold  by  your  leaf!  Fade  at  the  Persian’s  foot, 
You  that,  our  patrons  were  pledged,  should  never  adorn  a 
slave ! 

Rather  I  hail  thee,  Parnes,- — trust  to  thy  wild  waste  tract ! 
Treeless,  herbless,  lifeless  mountain !  What  matter  if  slacked 
My  speed  may  hardly  be,  for  homage  to  crag  and  to  cave 
No  deity  deigns  to  drape  with  verdure?  at  least  I  can  breathe, 
Fear  in  thee  no  fraud  from  the  blind,  no  lie  from  the  mute!’ 

Such  my  cry  as,  rapid,  I  ran  over  Parnes’  ridge; 

Gully  and  gap  I  clambered  and  cleared  till,  sudden,  a  bar 
Jutted,  a  stoppage  of  stone  against  me,  blocking  the  way. 
Right !  for  I  minded  the  hollow  to  traverse,  the  fissure  across : 
‘Where  I  could  enter,  there  I  depart  by!  Night  in  the  fosse? 
Athens  to  aid  ?  Though  the  dive  were  through  Erebos,  thus 
I  obey — 

Out  of  the  day  dive,  into  the  day  as  bravely  arise!  No 
bridge 

Better!’ — when — ha!  what  was  it  I  came  on,  of  wonders  that 
are? 

There,  in  the  cool  of  a  cleft,  sat  he — majestical  Pan ! 

Ivy  drooped  wanton,  kissed  his  head,  moss  cushioned  his  hoof; 
All  the  great  God  was  good  in  the  eyes  grave-kindly — the 
curl 

Carved  on  the  bearded  cheek,  amused  at  a  mortal’s  awe, 

As,  under  the  human  trunk,  the  goat-thighs  grand  I  saw. 

‘  Halt,  Pheidippides !  ’ — halt  I  did,  my  brain  of  a  whirl : 
‘Hither  to  me!  Why  pale  in  my  presence?’  he  gracious 
began : 

‘How  is  it,— Athens,  only  in  Hellas,  holds  me  aloof? 

‘Athens,  she  only,  rears  me  no  fane,  makes  me  no  feast! 
Wherefore?  Than  I  what  godship  to  Athens  more  helpful 
of  old? 

Ay,  and  still,  and  forever  her  friend!  Test  Pan,  trust  me! 
Go,  bid  Athens  take  heart,  laugh  Persia  to  scorn,  have  faith 
In  the  temples  and  tombs!  Go,  say  to  Athens,  “The  Goat- 
God  saith: 
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When  Persia — so  much  as  strews  not  the  soil — is  cast  in  the 
sea, 

Then  praise  Pan  who  fought  in  the  ranks  with  your  most  and 
least, 

Goat-thigh  to  greaved-thigh,  made  one  cause  with  the  free  and 
the  bold!” 

‘Say  Pan  saith:  “Let  this,  foreshowing  the  place,  be  the 
pledge!’” 

(Gay,  the  liberal  hand  held  out  this  herbage  I  bear 

—Fennel — I  grasped  it  a-tremble  with  dew — whatever  it 
bode) 

‘While,  as  for  thee  .  .  But  enough!  He  was  gone.  If 
I  ran  hitherto — 

Be  sure  that,  the  rest  of  my  journey,  I  ran  no  longer,  but  flew. 

Parnes  to  Athens — earth  no  more,  the  air  was  my  road  : 

Here  am  I  back.  Praise  Pan,  we  stand  no  more  on  the 
razor’s  edge ! 

Pan  for  Athens,  Pan  for  me!  I  too  have  a  guerdon  rare! 


Then  spoke  Miltiades.  ‘And  thee,  best  runner  of  Greece, 

Whose  limbs  did  duty  indeed, — what  gift  is  promised  thyself  ? 

Tell  it  us  straightway, — Athens  the  mother  demands  of  her 
son !’ 

Rosily  blushed  the  youth:  he  paused:  but,  lifting  at  length 

His  eyes  from  the  ground,  it  seemed  as  he  gathered  the  rest 
of  his  strength 

Into  the  utterance — ‘Pan  spoke  thus:  “For  what  thou  hast 
done 

Count  on  a  worthy  reward !  Henceforth  be  allowed  thee 
release 

From  the  racer’s  toil,  no  vulgar  reward  in  praise  or  in  pelf !  ” 

‘I  am  bold  to  believe,  Pan  means  reward  the  most  to  my 
mind ! 

Fight  I  shall,  with  our  foremost,  wherever  this  fennel  may 
grow,— 

Pound — Pan  helping  us — Persia  to  dust,  and,  under  the  deep, 

Whelm  her  away  for  ever;  and  then, — no  Athens  to  save, — 

Marry  a  certain  maid,  I  know  keeps  faith  to  the  brave, — 
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Hie  to  ray  house  and  home:  and,  when  my  children  shall 
creep 

Close  to  my  knees, — recount  how  the  God  was  awful  yet  kind, 
Promised  their  sire  reward  to  the  full — rewarding  him — so !  ’ 


Unforeseeing  one!  Yes,  he  fought  on  the  Marathon  day: 

So,  when  Persia  was  dust,  all  cried  ‘  To  Akropolis ! 

Run,  Pheidippides,  one  race  more!  the  meed  is  thy  due! 
“Athens  is  saved,  thank  Pan,”  go  shout!’  He  flung  down 
his  shield, 

Ran  like  fire  once  more:  and  the  space  ’twixt  the  Fennel-field 
And  Athens  was  stubble  again,  a  field  which  a  fire  runs 
through, 

Till  in  he  broke:  ‘Rejoice,  we  conquer!’  Like  wine  through 

d&y> 

Joy  in  his  blood  bursting  his  heart,  he  died — the  bliss! 

So,  to  this  day,  when  friend  meets  friend,  the  word  of  salute 
Is  still  ‘Rejoice!’ — his  word  which  brought  rejoicing  indeed. 
So  is  Pheidippides  happy  for  ever, — the  noble  strong  man 
Who  could  race  like  a  God,  bear  the  face  of  a  God,  whom  a 
God  loved  so  well; 

Pie  saw  the  land  saved  he  had  helped  to  save,  and  was 
suffered  to  tell 

Such  tidings,  yet  never  decline,  but,  gloriously  as  he  began, 
So  to  end  gloriously — once  to  shout,  thereafter  be  mute: 
‘Athens  is  saved!’ — Pheidippides  dies  in  the  shout  for  his 
meed. 


NED  BRATTS 

’T  was  Bedford  Special  Assize,  one  daft  Midsummer’s  Day: 

A  broiling  blasting  June, — was  never  its  like,  men  say. 

Corn  stood  sheaf-ripe  already,  and  trees  looked  yellow  as 
that; 

Ponds  drained  dust-dry,  the  cattle  lay  foaming  around  each 
flat. 

Inside  town,  dogs  went  mad,  and  folk  kept  bibbing  beer 

While  the  parsons  prayed  for  rain.  ’T  was  horrible,  yes — 
but  queer: 
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Queer — for  the  sun  laughed  gay,  yet  nobody  moved  a  hand 
To  work  one  stroke  at  his  trade:  as  given  to  understand 
That  all  was  come  to  a  stop,  work  and  such  worldly  ways, 
And  the  world’s  old  self  about  to  end  in  a  merry  blaze. 
Midsummer’s  Day  moreover  was  the  first  of  Bedford  Fair, 
With  Bedford  Town’s  tag-rag  and  bobtail  a-bowsing  there. 

But  the  Court  House,  Quality  crammed:  through  doors 
ope,  windows  wide, 

High  on  the  Bench  you  saw  sit  Lordships  side  by  side. 

There  frowned  Chief  Justice  Jukes,  fumed  learned  Brother 
Small, 

And  fretted  their  fellow  Judge:  like  threshers,  one  and  all, 

Of  a  reek  with  laying  down  the  law  in  a  furnace.  Why? 
Because  their  lungs  breathed  flame — the  regular  crowd 
forbye — 

From  gentry  pouring  in — quite  a  nosegay,  to  be  sure! 

How  else  could  they  pass  the  time,  six  mortal  hours  endure 
Till  night  should  extinguish  day,  when  matters  might  haply 
mend? 

Meanwhile  no  bad  resource  was — watching  begin  and  end 
Some  trial  for  life  and  death,  in  a  brisk  five  minutes’  space, 
And  betting  which  knave  would  ’scape,  which  hang,  from  his 
sort  of  face. 

So,  their  Lordships  toiled  and  moiled,  and  a  deal  of  work  was 
done 

(I  warrant)  to  justify  the  mirth  of  the  crazy  sun 
As  this  and ’t  other  lout,  struck  dumb  at  the  sudden  show 
Of  red  robes  and  white  wigs,  boggled  nor  answered  ‘  Boh !  ’ 
When  asked  why  he,  Tom  Styles,  should  not — because  Jack 
Nokes 

Had  stolen  the  horse — be  hanged:  for  Judges  must  have 
their  jokes, 

And  louts  must  make  allowance — let ’s  say,  for  some  blue  fly 
Which  punctured  a  dewy  scalp  where  the  frizzles  stuck  awry — 
Else  Tom  had  fleered  scot-free,  so  nearly  over  and  done 
Was  the  main  of  the  job.  Full-measure,  the  gentles  enjoyed 
their  fun, 

As  a  twenty-five  were  tried,  rank  puritans  caught  at  prayer 
In  a  cow-house  and  laid  by  the  heels, — have  at  ’em,  devil 
may  care ! — 
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And  ten  were  prescribed  the  whip,  and  ten  a  brand  on  the 
cheek, 

And  five  a  slit  of  the  nose — just  leaving  enough  to  tweak. 

Well,  things  at  jolly  high-tide,  amusement  steeped  in  fire, 
While  noon  smote  fierce  the  roof’s  red  tiles  to  heart’s  desire, 
The  Court  a-simmer  with  smoke,  one  ferment  of  oozy  flesh, 
One  spirituous  humming  musk  mount-mounting  until  its  mesh 
Entoiled  all  heads  in  a  fluster,  and  Serjeant  Postlethwayte 
— Dashing  the  wig  oblique  as  he  mopped  his  oily  pate — 
Cried  ‘Silence,  or  I  grow  grease!  No  loophole  lets  in  air? 
Jurymen, — Guilty,  Death!  Gainsay  me  if  you  dare!’ 

— Things  at  this  pitch,  I  say, — what  hubbub  without  the 
doors  ? 

What  laughs,  shrieks,  hoots  and  yells,  what  rudest  of  uproars  ? 

Bounce  through  the  barrier  throng  a  bulk  comes  rolling  vast ! 
Thumps,  kicks, — no  manner  of  use! — spite  of  them  rolls 
at  last 

Into  the  midst  a  ball  which,  bursting,  brings  to  view 
Publican  Black  Ned  Bratts  and  Tabby  his  big  wife  too: 
Both  in  a  muck-sweat,  both  .  .  .  were  never  such  eyes  uplift 
At  the  sight  of  yawning  hell,  such  nostrils — snouts  that 
sniffed 

Sulphur,  such  mouths  a-gape  ready  to  swallow  flame ! 
Horrified,  hideous,  frank  fiend-faces!  yet,  all  the  same, 
Mixed  with  a  certain  ...  eh  ?  how  shall  I  dare  style — mirth 
The  desperate  grin  of  the  guess  that,  could  they  break  from 
earth, 

Heaven  was  above,  and  hell  might  rage  in  impotence 
Below  the  saved,  the  saved ! 


‘Confound  you!  (no  offence!) 

Out  of  our  way, — push,  wife!  Yonder  their  Worships  be!’ 

Ned  Bratts  has  reached  the  bar,  and  ‘Hey,  my  Lords,’  roars 
he, 

‘A  Jury  of  life  and  death,  Judges  the  prime  of  the  land, 

Constables,  javelineers, — all  met,  if  I  understand, 

To  decide  so  knotty  a  point  as  whether ’t  was  Jack  or  Joan 

Robbed  the  henroost,  pinched  the  pig,  hit  the  King’s  Arms 
with  a  stone, 

Dropped  the  baby  down  the  well,  left  the  tithesman  in  the 
lurch, 
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Or,  three  whole  Sundays  running,  not  once  attended  church ! 
What  a  pother — do  these  deserve  the  parish-stocks  or  whip, 
More  or  less  brow  to  brand,  much  or  little  nose  to  snip, — 
When,  in  our  Public,  plain  stand  we — that ’s  we  stand  here, 
I  and  my  Tabs,  brass-bold,  brick-built  of  beef  and  beer, 

— Do  not  we,  slut?  Step  forth  and  show  your  beauty,  jade! 
Wife  of  my  bosom — that ’s  the  word  now !  What  a  trade 
We  drove!  None  said  us  nay:  nobody  loved  his  life 
So  little  as  wag  a  tongue  against  us,— did  they,  wife? 

Yet  they  knew  us  all  the  while,  in  their  hearts,  for  what  we  are 
— Worst  couple,  rogue  and  quean,  unhanged — search  near 
and  far! 

Eh,  Tab?  The  pedlar,  now — o’er  his  noggin — who  warned 
a  mate 

To  cut  and  run,  nor  risk  his  pack  where  its  loss  of  weight 
Was  the  least  to  dread, — aha,  how  we  two  laughed  a-good 
As,  stealing  round  the  midden,  he  came  on  where  I  stood 
With  billet  poised  and  raised, — you,  ready  wdth  the  rope, — 
Ah,  but  that ’s  past,  that ’s  sin  repented  of,  we  hope ! 

Men  knew  us  for  that  same,  yet  safe  and  sound  stood  we ! 

The  lily-livered  knaves  knew  too  (I ’ve  baulked  a  d - ) 

Our  keeping  the  ‘Pied  Bull’  was  just  a  mere  pretence: 

Too  slow  the  pounds  make  food,  drink,  lodging,  from  out 
the  pence ! 

There ’s  not  a  stoppage  to  travel  has  chanced,  this  ten 
long  year, 

No  break  into  hall  or  grange,  no  lifting  of  nag  or  steer, 

Not  a  single  roguery,  from  the  clipping  of  a  purse 
To  the  cutting  of  a  throat,  but  paid  us  toll.  Od’s  curse! 
When  Gipsy  Smouch  made  bold  to  cheat  us  of  our  due, 

— Eh,  Tab  ?  the  Squire’s  strong-box  we  helped  the  rascal  to — 
I  think  he  pulled  a  face,  next  Sessions’  swinging-time ! — 

He  danced  the  jig  that  needs  no  floor, — and,  here ’s  the  prime, 
’T  was  Scroggs  that  houghed  the  mare!  Ay,  those  were 
busy  days ! 

‘Well,  there  we  flourished  brave,  like  scripture-trees  called 
bays, 

Faring  high,  drinking  hard,  in  money  up  to  head 
— Not  to  say,  boots  and  shoes,  when  .  .  .  Zounds,  I  nearly 
said — 

Lord,  to  unlearn  one’s  language !  How  shall  we  labour,  wife  ? 
Have  you,  fast  hold,  the  Book?  Grasp,  grip  it,  for  your  life ! 
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See,  sirs,  here’s  life,  salvation!  Here’s — hold  but  out  my 
breath — 

When  did  I  speak  so  long  without  once  swearing  ?  ’Sdeath, 
No,  nor  unhelped  by  ale  since  man  and  boy!  And  yet 
All  yesterday  I  had  to  keep  my  whistle  wet 
While  reading  Tab  this  Book:  book!  don’t  say  “book” — 
they  ’re  plays. 

Songs,  ballads,  and  the  like :  here ’s  no  such  strawy  blaze, 
But  sky  wide  ope,  sun,  moon,  and  seven  stars  out  full-flare! 
Tab,  help  and  tell!  I ’m  hoarse.  A  mug!  or — no,  a  prayer! 
Dip  for  one  out  of  the  Book!  Who  wrote  it  in  the  Jail 
— He  plied  his  pen  unhelped  by  beer,  sirs,  I  ’ll  be  bail! 

‘  I ’ve  got  my  second  wind.  In  trundles  she — that ’s  Tab. 
“Why,  Gammer,  what’s  come  now,  that — bobbing  like  a 
crab 

On  Yule-tide  bowl — your  head ’s  a-work  and  both  your  eyes 
Break  loose?  Afeard,  you  fool ?  As  if  the  dead  can  rise ? 
Say — Bagman  Dick  was  found  last  May  with  fuddling-cap 
Stuffed  in  his  mouth :  to  choke ’s  a  natural  mishap !  ” 

“Gaffer,  be — blessed,”  cries  she,  “and  Bagman  Dick  as  well ! 
I,  you,  and  he  are  damned:  this  Public  is  our  hell: 

We  live  in  fire:  live  coals  don’t  feel! — once  quenched,  they 
learn — 

Cinders  do,  to  what  dust  they  moulder  while  they  burn !  ” 

‘“If  you  don’t  speak  straight  out,”  says  I — belike  I  swore — 
“  A  knobstick,  well  you  know  the  taste  of,  shall,  once  more, 
Teach  you  to  talk,  my  maid!”  She  ups  with  such  a  face, 
Heart  sunk  inside  me.  “Well,  pad  on,  my  prate-apace ! ” 

“‘I ’ve  been  about  those  laces  we  need  for  .  .  .  never  mind! 
If  henceforth  they  tie  hands,  ’t  is  mine  they  ’ll  have  to  bind. 
You  know  who  makes  them  best — the  Tinker  in  our  cage, 
Pulled-up  for  gospelling,  twelve  years  ago:  no  age 
To  try  another  trade, — yet,  so  he  scorned  to  take 
Money  he  did  not  earn,  he  taught  himself  the  make 
Of  laces,  tagged  and  tough — Dick  Bagman  found  them  so ! 
Good  customers  were  we!  Well,  last  week,  you  must  know 
His  girl, — the  blind  young  chit,  who  hawks  about  his  wares, — - 
She  takes  it  in  her  head  to  come  no  more — such  airs 
These  hussies  have!  Yes,  since  we  need  a  stoutish  lace, — 

‘I  ’ll  to  the  jail-bird  father,  abuse  her  to  his  face!’ 
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So,  first  I  filled  a  jug  to  give  me  heart,  and  then, 

Primed  to  the  proper  pitch,  I  posted  to  their  den — 

Patmore — they  style  their  prison !  I  tip  the  turnkey,  catch 
My  heart  up,  fix  my  face,  and  fearless  lift  the  latch — 

Both  arms  a-kimbo,  in  bounce  with  a  good  round  oath 
Ready  for  rapping  out:  no  ‘Lawks’  nor  ‘By  my  troth!’ 

‘“There  sat  my  man,  the  father.  He  looked  up:  what  one 
feels 

When  heart  that  leapt  to  mouth  drops  down  again  to  heels ! 
He  raised  his  hand  .  .  .  Hast  seen,  when  drinking  out  the 
night, 

And  in,  the  day,  earth  grow  another  something  quite 
Under  the  sun’s  first  stare?  I  stood  a  very  stone. 

‘“‘Woman!’  (a  fiery  tear  he  put  in  every  tone), 

‘  How  should  my  child  frequent  your  house  where  lust  is  sport. 
Violence — trade?  Too  true!  I  trust  no  vague  report. 

Her  angel’s  hand,  which  stops  the  sight  of  sin,  leaves  clear 
The  other  gate  of  sense,  lets  outrage  through  the  ear. 

What  has  she  heard! — which,  heard  shall  never  be  again. 
Better  lack  food  than  feast,  a  Dives  in  the — wain 
Or  reign  or  train — of  Charles !  ’  (His  language  was  not  ours : 
’T  is  my  belief,  God  spoke:  no  tinker  has  such  powers). 
‘Bread,  only  bread  they  bring — my  laces:  if  we  broke 
Your  lump  of  leavened  sin,  the  loaf’s  first  crumb  would 
choke !  ’ 

‘“Down  on  my  marrow-bones!  Then  all  at  once  rose  he: 
His  brown  hair  burst  a-spread,  his  eyes  were  suns  to  see  : 

Up  went  his  hands:  ‘Through  flesh,  I  reach,  I  read  thy  soul! 
So  may  some  stricken  tree  look  blasted,  bough  and  bole, 
Champed  by  the  fire-tooth,  charred  without,  and  yet,  thrice- 
bound 

With  dreriment  about,  within  may  life  be  found, 

A  prisoned  power  to  branch  and  blossom  as  before, 

Could  but  the  gardener  cleave  the  cloister,  reach  the  core, 
Loosen  the  vital  sap:  yet  where  shall  help  be  found? 

Who  says  “How  save  it?” — nor  “Why  cumbers  it  the 
ground?  ” 

Woman,  that  tree  art  thou !  All  sloughed  about  with  scurf, 
Thy  stag-horns  fright  the  sky,  thy  snake-roots  sting  the  turf ! 
Drunkenness,  wantonness,  theft,  murder  gnash  and  gnarl 
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Thine  outward,  case  thy  soul  with  coating  like  the  marie 
Satan  stamps  flat  upon  each  head  beneath  his  hoof! 

And  how  deliver  such?  The  strong  men  keep  aloof, 

Lover  and  friend  stand  far,  the  mocking  ones  pass  by, 
Tophet  gapes  wide  for  prey:  lost  soul,  despair  and  die! 

What  then?  “Look  unto  me  and  be  ye  saved!”  saith  God: 
“I  strike  the  rock,  outstreats  the  life-stream  at  my  rod! 

Be  your  sins  scarlet,  wool  shall  they  seem  like, — although 
As  crimson  red,  yet  turn  white  as  the  driven  snow!’” 

‘  “  There,  there,  there !  All  I  seem  to  somehow  understand 
Is — that,  if  I  reached  home,  ’t  was  through  the  guiding  hand 
Of  his  blind  girl  which  led  and  led  me  through  the  streets 
And  out  of  town  and  up  to  door  again.  What  greets 
First  thing  my  eye,  as  limbs  recover  from  their  swoon? 

A  book — this  Book  she  gave  at  parting.  ‘Father’s  boon — 
The  Book  he  wrote:  it  reads  as  if  he  spoke  himself: 

He  cannot  preach  in  bonds,  so, — take  it  down  from  shelf 
When  you  want  counsel, — think  you  hear  his  very  voice!’ 

‘“Wicked  dear  Husband,  first  despair  and  then  rejoice! 
Dear  wicked  Husband,  waste  no  tick  of  moment  more, 

Be  saved  like  me,  bald  trunk !  There ’s  greenness  yet  at 
core, 

Sap  under  slough !  Read,  read !  ” 

‘  Let  me  take  breath,  my  lords ! 
I ’d  like  to  know,  are  these — hers,  mine,  or  Bunyan’s  words? 
I 'm  ’wildered — scarce  with  drink, — nowise  with  drink  alone ! 
You  ’ll  say,  with  heat:  but  heat ’s  no  stuff  to  split  a  stone 
Like  this  black  boulder — this  flint  heart  of  mine :  the  Book — 
That  dealt  the  crashing  blow !  Sirs,  here ’s  the  fist  that 
shook 

His  beard  till  Wrestler  Jem  howled  like  a  just-lugged  bear! 
You  had  brained  me  with  a  feather:  at  once  I  grew  aware 
Christian  was  meant  for  me.  A  burden  at  your  back, 

Good  Master  Christian?  Nay, — yours  was  that  Joseph’s 
sack, 

— Or  whose  it  was, — which  held  the  cup,— compared  with 
mine ! 

Robbery  loads  my  loins,  perjury  cracks  my  chine, 

Adultery  .  .  .  nay,  Tab,  you  pitched  me  as  I  flung! 
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One  word,  I  ’ll  up  with  fist  .  .  .  No,  sweet  spouse,  hold  your 
tongue ! 

‘I ’m  hasting  to  the  end.  The  Book,  sirs — take  and  read! 
You  have  my  history  in  a  nutshell, — ay,  indeed ! 

It  must  off,  my  burden!  See, — slack  straps  and  into  pit, 
Roll,  reach  the  bottom,  rest,  rot  there— a  plague  on  it! 

For  a  mountain ’s  sure  to  fall  and  bury  Bedford  Town, 

“  Destruction”- — that ’s  the  name,  and  fire  shall  burn  it  down ! 
0  ’scape  the  wrath  in  time !  Time  ’s  now,  if  not  too  late. 
How  can  I  pilgrimage  up  to  the  wicket-gate? 

Next  comes  Despond  the  slough:  not  that  I  fear  to  pull 
Through  mud,  and  dry  my  clothes  at  brave  House  Beautiful — - 
But  it ’s  late  in  the  day,  I  reckon :  had  I  left  years  ago 
Town,  wife,  and  children  dear  .  .  .  Well,  Christian  did,  you 
know ! — 

Soon  I  had  met  in  the  valley  and  tried  my  cudgel’s  strength 
On  the  enemy  horned  and  winged,  a  straddle  across  its  length ! 
Have  at  his  horns,  thwick — thwack:  they  snap,  see!  Hoof 
and  hoof — 

Bang,  break  the  fetlock-bones!  For  love’s  sake,  keep  aloof 
Angels !  I ’m  man  and  match,— this  cudgel  for  my  flail, — 
To  thrash  him,  hoofs  and  horns,  bat’s  wing  and  serpent’s  tail ! 
A  chance  gone  by!  But  then,  what  else  does  Hopeful  ding 
Into  the  deafest  ear  except — hope,  hope ’s  the  thing  ? 

Too  late  i’  the  day  for  me  to  thrid  the  windings:  but 
There ’s  still  a  way  to  win  the  race  by  death’s  short  cut! 

Did  Master  Faithful  need  climb  the  Delightful  Mounts? 

No,  straight  to  Vanity  Fair, — a  fair,  by  all  accounts, 

Such  as  is  held  outside, — lords,  ladies,  grand  and  gay, — 

Says  he  in  the  face  of  them,  just  what  you  hear  me  say. 

And  the  Judges  brought  him  in  guilty,  and  brought  him  out 
To  die  in  the  market-place — St  Peter’s  Green ’s  about 
The  same  thing :  there  they  flogged,  flayed,  buffeted,  lanced 
with  knives. 

Pricked  him  with  swords, — I  ’ll  swear,  he ’d  full  a  cat’s  nine 
lives, — 

So  to  his  end  at  last  came  Faithful, — ha,  ha,  he! 

Who  holds  the  highest  card?  for  there  stands  hid,  you  see, 
Behind  the  rabble-rout,  a  chariot,  pair  and  all: 

He ’s  in,  he ’s  off,  he ’s  up,  through  clouds,  at  trumpet-call, 
Carried  the  nearest  way  to  Heaven-gate!  Odds  my  life — 
Has  nobody  a  sword  to  spare?  not  even  a  knife? 
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Then  hang  me,  draw  and  quarter!  Tab — do  the  same  by 
her! 

0  Master  Worldly-Wiseman  .  .  .  that ’s  Master  Interpreter, 
Take  the  will,  not  the  deed!  Our  gibbet ’s  handy  close: 
Forestall  Last  Judgment-Day!  Be  kindly,  not  morose! 
There  wants  no  earthly  judge-and-jurying :  here  we  stand — 
Sentence  our  guilty  selves:  so,  hang  us  out  of  hand ! 

Make  haste  f-or  pity’s  sake!  A  single  moment’s  loss 
Means — Satan’s  lord  once  more:  his  whisper  shoots  across 
All  singing  in  my  heart,  all  praying  in  my  brain, 

“It  comes  of  heat  and  beer!” — hark  how  he  guffaws  plain! 
“To-morrow  you  ’ll  wake  bright,  and,  in  a  safe  skin,  hug 
Your  sound  selves,  Tab  and  you,  over  a  foaming  jug ! 

You ’ve  had  such  qualms  before,  time  out  of  mind!”  He ’s 
right ! 

Did  not  we  kick  and  cuff  and  curse  away,  that  night 
When  home  we  blindly  reeled,  and  left  poor  humpback  Joe 
I’  the  lurch  to  pay  for  what  .  .  .  somebody  did,  you  know' ! 
Both  of  us  maundered  then  “Lame  humpback, — never  more 
Will  he  come  limping,  drain  his  tankard  at  our  door! 

He’ll  swing,  while — somebody  .  .  Says  Tab,  “No,  for 
I  ’ll  peach!” 

“  I ’m  for  you,  Tab,”  cries  I,  “there  ’s  rope  enough  for  each !” 
So  blubbered  we,  and  bussed,  and  went  to  bed  upon 
The  grace  of  Tab’s  good  thought:  by  morning,  all  was  gone! 
We  laughed — “What ’s  life  to  him,  a  cripple  of  no  account?’ 
Oh,  waves  increase  around — I  feel  them  mount  and  mount ! 
Hang  us!  To-morrow  brings  Tom  Bearward  with  his  bears: 
One  new  black-muzzled  brute  beats  Sackerson,  he  swears : 
(Sackerson,  for  my  money !)  And,  baiting  o’er,  the  Brawl 
They  lead  on  Turner’s  Patch, — lads,  lasses,  up  tails  all, — 

I ’m  i’  the  thick  o’  the  throng !  That  means  the  Iron  Cage, 
— Means  the  Lost  Man  inside!  Where’s  hope  for  such  as 
wage 

War  against  light?  Light’s  left,  light’s  here,  I  hold  light 
still, 

So  does  Tab — make  but  haste  to  hang  us  both!  You  will?’ 

I  promise,  when  he  stopped  you  might  have  heard  a  mouse 
Squeak,  such  a  death-like  hush  sealed  up  the  old  Mote  House. 
But  when  the  mass  of  man  sank  meek  upon  his  knees, 

While  Tab,  alongside,  wheezed  a  hoarse  ‘  Do  hang  us,  please !’ 
Why,  then  the  waters  rose,  no  eye  but  ran  with  tears. 
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Hearts  heaved,  heads  thumped,  until,  paying  all  past  arrears 
Of  pity  and  sorrow,  at  last  a  regular  scream  outbroke 
Of  triumph  joy  and  praise. 


My  Lord  Chief  Justice  spoke, 

First  mopping  brow  and  cheek,  where  still,  for  one  that 
budged, 

Another  bead  broke  fresh:  ‘What  Tudge,  that  ever  judged 
Since  first  the  world  began,  judged  such  a  case  as  this? 
Why,  Master  Bratts,  long  since,  folk  smelt  you  out,  I  wis ! 

I  had  my  doubts,  i’  faith,  each  time  you  played  the  fox 
Convicting  geese  of  crime  in  yonder  witness-box — 

Yea,  much  did  I  misdoubt,  the  thief  that  stole  her  eggs 
Was  hardly  goosey’s  self  at  Reynard’s  game,  i’  feggs ! 

Yet  thus  much  was  to  praise — you  spoke  to  point,  direct — 
Swore  you  heard,  saw  the  theft:  no  jury  could  suspect — 
Dared  to  suspect, — I  ’ll  say, — a  spot  in  white  so  clear: 
Goosey  was  throttled,  true:  but  thereof  godly  fear 
Came  of  example  set,  much  as  our  laws  intend; 

And,  though  a  fox  confessed,  you  proved  the  Judge’s  friend. 
What  if  I  had  my  doubts?  Suppose  I  gave  them  breath, 
Brought  you  to  bar:  what  work  to  do,  ere  “Guilty,  Death,” — 
Had  pains  our  pains !  What  heaps  of  witnesses  to  drag 
From  holes  and  corners,  paid  from  out  the  County’s  bag! 
Trial  three  dog-days  long!  Amicus  Curiae — that ’s 
Your  title,  no  dispute — truth-telling  Master  Bratts! 

Thank  you,  too,  Mistress  Tab!  Why  doubt  one  word  you 
say? 

Hanging  you  both  deserve,  hanged  both  shall  be  this  day ! 
The  tinker  needs  must  be  a  proper  man.  I ’ve  heard 
He  lies  in  Jail  long  since:  if  Quality ’s  good  word 
Warrants  me  letting  loose, — some  householder,  I  mean — 
Freeholder,  better,  still, — I  don’t  say  but — between 
Now  and  next  Sessions  .  .  .  Well!  Consider  of  his  case, 

I  promise  to,  at  least:  we  owe  him  so  much  grace. 

Not  that — no,  God  forbid ! — I  lean  to  think,  as  you, 

The  grace  that  such  repent  is  any  jail-bird’s  due: 

I  rather  see  the  fruit  of  twelve  years’  pious  reign — 

Astraea  Redux,  Charles  restored  his  rights  again ! 

— Of  which,  another  time !  I  somehow  feel  a  peace 
Stealing  across  the  world.  May  deeds  like  this  increase! 

So,  Master  Sheriff,  stay  that  sentence  I  pronounced 
On  those  two  dozen  odd:  deserving  to  be  trounced 
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Soundly,  and  yet  .  .  .  well,  well,  at  all  events  despatch 
This  pair  of — shall  I  say,  sinner-saints  ? — ere  we  catch 
Their  jail-distemper,  too.  Stop  tears,  or  I  ’ll  indite 
All  weeping  Bedfordshire  for  turning  Bunyanite !  ’ 

So,  forms  were  galloped  through.  If  justice,  on  the  spur, 
Proved  somewhat  expeditious,  would  Quality  demur? 

And  happily  hanged  were  they, — why  lengthen  out  my  tale  ? — 
Where  Bunyan’s  Statue  stands  facing  where  stood  his  Jail 
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Si  credere  dignum  est. — Georgic.  iii.  390. 

0  worthy  of  belief  I  hold  it  was, 

Virgil,  your  legend  in  those  strange  three  lines ! 

No  question,  that  adventure  came  to  pass 
One  black  night  in  Arcadia:  yes,  the  pines, 

Mountains  and  valleys  mingling  made  one  mass 
Of  black  with  void  black  heaven :  the  earth’s  confines, 
The  sky’s  embrace,- — below,  above,  around, 

All  hardened  into  black  without  a  bound. 

Fill  up  a  swart  stone  chalice  to  the  brim 

With  fresh-squeezed  yet  fast-thickening  poppy-juice: 

See  how  the  sluggish  jelly,  late  a-swim, 

Turns  marble  to  the  touch  of  who  would  loose 
The  solid  smooth,  grown  jet  from  rim  to  rim, 

By  turning  round  the  bowl !  So  night  can  fuse 
Earth  with  her  all-comprising  sky.  No  less, 

Light,  the  least  spark,  shows  air  and  emptiness. 

And  thus  it  proved  when — diving  into  space, 

Stript  of  all  vapour,  from  each  web  of  mist, 

Utterly  film  free — entered  on  her  race 

The  naked  Moon,  full-orbed  antagonist 

Of  night  and  dark,  night’s  dowry:  peak  to  base, 

Upstarted  mountains,  and  each  valley,  kissed 

To  sudden  life,  lay  silver-bright:  in  air 

Flew  she  revealed,  Maid-Moon  with  limbs  all  bare. 
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Still  as  she  fled,  each  depth— where  refuge  seemed— 
Opening  a  lone  pale  chamber,  left  distinct 
Those  limbs :  mid  still-retreating  blue,  she  teemed 
Herself  with  whiteness, — virginal,  uncinct 
By  any  halo  save  what  finely  gleamed 
To  outline  not  disguise  her:  heaven  was  linked 
In  one  accord  with  earth  to  quaff  the  joy, 

Drain  beauty  to  the  dregs  without  alloy. 

Whereof  she  grew  aware.  What  help?  When,  lo, 

A  succourable  cloud  with  sleep  lay  dense : 

Some  pine-tree-top  had  caught  it  sailing  slow, 

And  tethered  for  a  prize :  in  evidence 
Captive  lay  fleece  on  fleece  of  piled-up  snow 
Drowsily  patient :  flake-heaped  how  or  whence. 

The  structure  of  that  succourable  cloud, 

What  matter?  Shamed  she  plunged  into  its  shroud. 

Orbed — so  the  women-figure  poets  call 
Because  of  rounds  on  rounds — that  apple-shaped 
Head  which  its  hair  binds  close  into  a  ball 
Each  side  the  curving  ears — that  pure  undraped 
Pout  of  the  sister  paps — that.  .  .  Once  for  all, 

Say— her  consummate  circle  thus  escaped 
With  its  innumerous  circlets,  sank  absorbed, 

Safe  in  the  cloud — 0  naked  Moon  full-orbed ! 

But  what  means  this  ?  The  downy  swathes  combine, 
Conglobe,  the  smothery  coy-caressing  stuff 
Curdles  about  her!  Vain  each  twist  and  twine 
Those  lithe  limbs  try,  encroached  on  by  a  fluff 
Fitting  as  close  as  fits  the  dented  spine 
Its  flexile  ivory  outside-flesh:  enough! 

The  plumy  drifts  contract,  condense,  constringe, 

Till  she  is  swallowed  by  the  feathery  springe. 

As  when  a  pearl  slips  lost  in  the  thin  foam 
Churned  on  a  sea-shore,  and,  o’er-frothed,  conceits 
Herself  safe-housed  in  Amphitrite’s  dome, — 

If,  through  the  bladdery  wave-worked  yeast,  she  meets 
What  most  she  loathes  and  leaps  from, — elf  from  gnome 
No  gladlier, — finds  that  safest  of  retreats 
Bubble  about  a  treacherous  hand  wide  ope 
To  grasp  her — (divers  who  pick  pearls  so  grope) — 
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So  lay  this  Maid-Moon  clasped  around  and  caught 
By  rough  red  Pan,  the  god  of  all  that  tract : 

He  it  was  schemed  the  snare  thus  subtly  wrought 
With  simulated  earth-breath, — wool-tufts  packed 
Into  a  billowy  wrappage.  Sheep  far-sought 
For  spotless  shearings  yield  such:  take  the  fact 
As  learned  Virgil  gives  it, — how  the  breed 
Whitens  itself  for  ever:  yes,  indeed  ! 

If  one  forefather  ram,  though  pure  as  chalk 
From  tinge  on  fleece,  should  still  display  a  tongue 
Black  ’neath  the  beast’s  moist  palate,  prompt  men  baulk 
The  propagating  plague :  he  gets  no  young : 

They  rather  slay  him, — sell  his  hide  to  caulk 

Ships  with,  first  steeped  in  pitch, — nor  hands  are  wrung 

In  sorrow  for  his  fate :  protected  thus, 

The  purity  we  love  is  gained  for  us. 

So  did  Girl-moon,  by  just  her  attribute 
Of  unmatched  modesty  betrayed,  lie  trapped, 

Bruised  to  the  breast  of  Pan,  half-god  half-brute, 

Raked  by  his  bristly  boar-sward  while  he  lapped 
— Never  say,  kissed  her!  that  were  to  pollute 
Love’s  language — which  moreover  proves  unapt 
To  tell  how  she  recoiled— as  who  finds  thorns 
Where  [she  sought  flowers — when,  feeling,  she  touched 
— horns ! 

Then — does  the  legend  say? — first  moon-eclipse 
Happened,  first  swooning-fit  which  puzzled  sore 
The  early  sages  ?  Is  that  why  she  dips 
Into  the  dark,  a  minute  and  no  more, 

Only  so  long  as  serves  her  while  she  rips 

I'he  clouds’  womb  through  and,  faultless  as  before, 

Pursues  her  way?  No  lesson  for  a  maid 

Left  she,  a  maid  herself  thus  trapped,  betrayed  ? 

Ha,  Virgil?  Tell  the  rest,  you !  ‘To  the  deep 
Of  his  domain  the  wildwood,  Pan  forthwith 
Called  her,  and  so  she  followed  ’ — in  her  sleep, 

Surely? — ‘by  no  means  spurning  him.’  The  myth 
Explain  who  may!  Let  all  else  go,  I  keep 
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—As  of  a  ruin  just  a  monolith — 

Thus  much,  one  verse  of  five  words,  each  a  boon: 
Arcadia,  night,  a  cloud,  Pan,  and  the  moon. 


‘Touch  him  ne’er  so  lightly,  into  song  he  broke: 
Soil  so  quick-receptive, — not  one  feather-seed, 
Not  one  flower-dust  fell  but  straight  its  fall  awoke 
Vitalizing  virtue:  song  would  song  succeed 
Sudden  as  spontaneous — prove  a  poet-soul !  ’ 


Indeed? 

Rock ’s  the  song-soil,  rather  surface  hard  and  bare : 

Sun  and  dew  their  mildness,  storm  and  frost  their  rage 
Vainly  both  expend, — few  flowers  awaken  there: 

Quiet  in  its  cleft  broods — what  the  after  age 
Knows  and  names  a  pine,  a  nation’s  heritage. 
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High  in  the  dome,  suspended,  of  Hell,  sad  triumph,  behold  us ! 

Here  the  revenge  of  a  God,  there  the  amends  of  a  Man. 

Whirling  forever  in  torment,  flesh  once  mortal,  immortal 

Made — for  a  purpose  of  hate — able  to  die  and  revive, 

Pays  to  the  uttermost  pang,  then,  newly  for  payment  re¬ 
replenished, 

Doles  out — old  yet  young — agonies  ever  afresh ; 

Whence  the  result  above  me:  torment  is  bridged  by  a  rain¬ 
bow, — 

Tears,  sweat,  blood, — each  spasm,  ghastly  once,  glorified 
now. 

Wrung,  by  the  rush  of  the  wheel  ordained  my  place  of 
reposing, 

Off  in  a  sparklike  spray, — flesh  become  vapour  thro’  pain, — 

Flies  the  bestowment  of  Zeus,  soul’s  vaunted  bodily  vesture, 

Made  that  his  feats  observed  gain  the  approval  of  Man, — 

Flesh  that  he  fashioned  with  sense  of  the  earth  and  the  sky 
and  the  ocean, 

Framed  should  pierce  to  the  star,  fitted  to  pore  on  the 
plant, — 

All,  for  a  purpose  of  hate,  re-framed,  re-fashioned,  refitted 

Till,  consummate  at  length, — lo,  the  employment  of  sense! 

Pain ’s  mere  minister  now  to  the  soul,  once  pledged  to  her 
pleasure — 

Soul,  if  untrammelled  by  flesh,  unapprehensive  of  pain ! 

Body,  professed  soul’s  slave,  which  serving  beguiled  and 
betrayed  her, 

Made  things  false  seem  true,  cheated  thro’  eye  and  thro’ 
ear, 

Lured  thus  heart  and  brain  to  believe  in  the  lying  reported, — 

Spurn  but  the  traitorous  slave,  uttermost  atom,  away, 

What  should  obstruct  soul’s  rush  on  the  real,  the  only 
apparent? 

Say  I  have  erred, — how  else?  Was  I  Ixion  or  Zeus? 
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Foiled  by  my  senses  I  dreamed;  I  doubtless  awaken  in 
wonder  : 

This  proves  shine,  that — shade?  Good  was  the  evil  that 
seemed? 

Shall  I,  with  sight  thus  gained,  by  torture  be  taught  I  was 
blind  once? 

Sisuphos,  teaches  thy  stone — Tantalos,  teaches  thy  thirst 

Aught  which  unaided  sense,  purged  pure,  less  plainly 
demonstrates? 

No,  for  the  past  was  dream:  now  that  the  dreamers  awake, 

Sisuphos  scouts  low  fraud,  and  to  Tantalos  treason  is  folly. 

Ask  of  myself,  whose  form  melts  on  the  murderous  wheel. 

What  is  the  sin  which  throe  and  throe  prove  sin  to  the 
sinner ! 

Say  the  false  charge  was  true, — thus  do  I  expiate,  say, 

Arrogant  thought,  word,  deed, — mere  man  who  conceited 
me  godlike, 

Sat  beside  Zeus,  my  friend — knelt  before  Here,  my  love! 

What  were  the  need  but  of  pitying  power  to  touch  and 
disperse  it, 

Film-work — eyes  and  ear’s — all  the  distraction  of  sense? 

How  should  the  soul  not  see,  not  hear, — perceive  and  as 
plainly 

Render,  in  thought,  word,  deed,  back  again  truth — not  a 
lie? 

‘Ay,  but  the  pain  is  to  punish  thee!’  Zeus,  once  more  for  a 
pastime. 

Play  the  familiar,  the  frank!  Speak  and  have  speech 
in  return! 

I  was  of  Thessaly  king,  there  ruled  and  a  people  obeyed  me  : 

Mine  to  establish  the  law,  theirs  to  obey  it  or  die : 

Wherefore?  Because  of  the  good  to  the  people,  because  of 
the  honour 

Thence  accruing  to  me,  king,  the  king’s  law  was  supreme. 

What  of  the  weakling,  the  ignorant  criminal?  Not  who, 
excuseless, 

Breaking  my  law  braved  death,  knowing  his  deed  and  its 
due — 

Nay,  but  the  feeble  and  foolish,  the  poor  transgressor,  of 
purpose 

No  whit  more  than  a  tree,  born  to  erectness  of  bole, 

Palm  or  plane  or  pine,  we  laud  if  lofty,  columnar— 

Loathe  if  athwart,  askew, — leave  to  the  axe  and  the  flame ! 
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Where  is  the  vision  may  penetrate  earth  and  beholding 
acknowledge 

Just  one  pebble  at  root  ruined  the  straightness  of  stem? 

Whose  fine  vigilance  follows  the  sapling,  accounts  for  the 
failure, 

— Here  blew  wind,  so  it  bent:  there  the  snow  lodged,  so 
it  broke? 

Also  the  tooth  of  the  beast,  bird’s  bill,  mere  bite  of  the  insect 

Gnawed,  gnarled,  warped  their  worst:  passive  it  lay  to 
offence. 

King — I  was  man,  no  more:  what  I  recognized  faulty  I 
punished, 

Laying  it  prone:  be  sure,  more  than  a  man  had  I  proved, 

Watch  and  ward  o’er  the  sapling  at  birthtime  had  saved  it, 
nor  simply 

Owned  the  distortion’s  excuse, — hindered  it  wholly:  nay, 
more — 

Even  a  man,  as  I  sat  in  my  place  to  do  judgment,  and  pallid 

Criminals  passing  to  doom  shuddered  away  at  my  foot, 

Could  I  have  probed  thro’  the  face  to  the  heart,  read  plain 
a  repentance, 

Crime  confessed  fools’  play,  virtue  ascribed  to  the  wise, 

Had  I  not  stayed  the  consignment  to  doom,  not  dealt  the 
renewed  ones 

Life  to  retraverse  the  past,  light  to  retrieve  the  misdeed? 

Thus  had  I  done,  and  thus  to  have  done  much  more  it 
behoves  thee, 

Zeus  who  madest  man— flawless  or  faulty,  thy  work ! 

What  if  the  charge  were  true,  as  thou  mouthest, — Ixion  the 
cherished 

Minion  of  Zeus  grew  vain,  vied  with  the  godships  and  fell, 

Forfeit  thro’  arrogance?  Stranger!  I  clothed,  with  the 
grace  of  our  human, 

Inhumanity — gods,  natures  I  likened  to  ours. 

Man  among  men  I  had  borne  me  till  gods  forsooth  must 
regard  me 

— Nay,  must  approve,  applaud,  claim  as  a  comrade  at  last. 

Summoned  to  enter  their  circle,  I  sat — their  equal,  how  other? 

Love  should  be  absolute  love,  faith  is  in  fullness  or  nought. 

‘I  am  thy  friend,  be  mine!’  smiled  Zeus:  ‘If  Here  attract 
thee,’ 

Blushed  the  imperial  cheek,  ‘then — as  thy  heart  may 
suggest !  ’ 
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Faith  in  me  sprang  to  the  faith,  mv  love  hailed  love  as  its 
fellow, 

‘Zeus,  we  are  mends — howr  fast!  Here,  my  heart  for  thy 
heart !  ’ 

Then  broke  smile  into  fury  of  frown,  and  the  thunder  of 
‘  Hence,  fool !  ’ 

Then  thro’  the  kiss  laughed  scorn  ‘Limbs  or  a  cloud  was 
to  clasp?’ 

Then  from  Olumpos  to  Erebos,  then  from  the  rapture  to 
torment, 

Then  from  the  fellow  of  gods — misery’s  mate,  to  the  man ! 

—Man  henceforth  and  forever,  who  lent  from  the  glow 
of  his  nature 

Warmth  to  the  cold,  with  light  coloured  the  black  and 
the  blank. 

So  did  a  man  conceive  of  your  passion,  you  passion-protesters ! 

So  did  he  trust,  so  love — being  the  truth  of  your  lie ! 

You  to  aspire  to  be  Man!  Man  made  you  who  vainly  would 
ape  him : 

You  are  the  hollowness,  he — filling  you,  falsifies  void. 

Even  as — witness  the  emblem,  Hell’s  sad  triumph  sus¬ 
pended, 

Bom  of  my  tears,  sweat,  blood — bursting  to  vapour 
above — 

Arching  my  torment,  an  iris  ghostlike  startles  the  darkness, 

Cold  white — jewelry  quenched — justifies,  glorifies  pain. 

Strive,  mankind,  though  strife  endure  through  endless  ob¬ 
struction, 

Stage  after  stage,  each  rise  marred  by  as  certain  a  fall ! 

Baffled  forever — yet  never  so  baffled  but,  e’en  in  the  baffling, 

When  Man’s  strength  proves  weak,  checked  in  the  body 
or  soul — 

Whatsoever  the  medium,  flesh  or  essence, — Ixion ’s 

Made  for  a  purpose  of  hate, — clothing  the  entity  Thou, 

— Medium  whence  that  entity  strives  for  the  Not-Thou 
beyond  it, 

Fire  elemental,  free,  frame  unencumbered,  the  All, — 

Never  so  baffled  but  —  when,  on  the  verge  of  an  alien 
existence, 

Heartened  to  press,  by  pangs  burst  to  the  infinite  Pure, 

Nothing  is  reached  but  the  ancient  weakness  still  that  arrests 
strength, 

Circumambient  still,  still  the  poor  human  array, 
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Pride  and  revenge  and  hate  and  cruelty — all  it  has  burst 
through, 

Thought  to  escape, — fresh  formed,  found  in  the  fashion  it 
fled, — 

Never  so  baffled  but — when  Man  pays  the  price  of  endeavour, 
Thunderstruck,  downthrust,  Tartaros  -  doomed  to  the 
wheel, — 

Then,  ay,  then,  from  the  tears  and  sweat  and  blood  of  his 
torment, 

E’en  from  the  triumph  of  Hell,  up  let  him  look  and  rejoice ! 

What  is  the  influence,  high  o’er  Hell,  that  turns  to  a  rapture 
Pain — and  despair’s  murk  mists  blends  in  a  rainbow  of 
hope? 

What  is  beyond  the  obstruction,  stage  by  stage  tho’  it  baffle? 
Back  must  I  fall,  confess  ‘  Ever  the  weakness  I  fled  ’  ? 

No,  for  beyond,  far,  far  is  a  Purity  all-unobstructed! 

Zeus  was  Zeus — not  Man:  wrecked  by  his  weakness,  I 
whirl. 

Out  of  the  wreck  I  rise — past  Zeus  to  the  Potency  o’er  him ! 
I — to  have  hailed  him  my  friend ! — I — to  have  clasped  her 
— my  love ! 

Pallid  birth  of  my  pain, — where  light,  where  light  is,  aspiring 
Thither  I  rise,  whilst  thou — Zeus,  keep  the  god  ship  and 
sink! 
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Never  the  time  and  the  place 
And  the  loved  one  all  together! 

This  path — how  soft  to  pace ! 

This  May — what  magic  weather! 

Where  is  the  loved  one’s  face  ? 

In  a  dream  that  loved  one’s  face  meets  mine, 
But  the  house  is  narrow,  the  place  is  bleak 
Where,  outside,  rain  and  wind  combine 
With  a  furtive  ear,  if  I  strive  to  speak, 

With  a  hostile  eye  at  my  flushing  cheek, 

With  a  malice  that  marks  each  word,  each  sign! 
O  enemy  sly  and  serpentine, 

Uncoil  thee  from  the  waking  man! 

Do  I  hold  the  Past 
Thus  firm  and  fast 
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Yet  doubt  if  the  Future  hold  I  can? 

This  path  so  soft  to  pace  shall  lead 
Thro’  the  magic  of  May  to  herself  indeed ! 

Or  narrow  if  needs  the  house  must  be. 

Outside  are  the  storms  and  strangers;  we — 

Oh,  close,  safe,  warm  sleep  I  and  she, 

— I  and  she  ? 
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WITH  CHRISTOPHER  SMART 

I 

It  seems  as  if  ...  or  did  the  actual  chance 
Startle  me  and  perplex?  Let  truth  be  said! 

How  might  this  happen?  Dreaming,  blindfold  led 
By  visionary  hand,  did  soul’s  advance 
Precede  my  body’s,  gain  inheritance 
Of  fact  by  fancy — so  that  when  I  read 
At  length  with  waking  eyes  your  Song,  instead 
Of  mere  bewilderment,  with  me  first  glance 
Was  but  full  recognition  that  in  trance 
Or  merely  thought’s  adventure  some  old  day 
Of  dim  and  done-with  boyishness,  or — well, 

Why  might  it  not  have  been,  the  miracle 
Broke  on  me  as  I  took  my  sober  way 
Through  veritable  regions  of  our  earth 
And  made  discovery,  many  a  wondrous  one  ? 

II 

Anyhow,  fact  or  fancy,  such  its  birth: 

I  was  exploring  some  huge  house,  had  gone 
Through  room  and  room  complacently,  no  dearth 
Anywhere  of  the  signs  of  decent  taste. 

Adequate  culture:  wealth  had  run  to  waste 
Nowise,  nor  penury  was  proved  by  stint: 

All  showed  the  Golden  Mean  without  a  hint 
Of  brave  extravagance  that  breaks  the  rule. 

The  master  of  the  mansion  was  no  fool 
Assuredly,  no  genius  just  as  sure! 

Safe  mediocrity  had  scorned  the  lure 
Of  now  too  much  and  now  too  little  cost, 
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And  satisfied  me  sight  was  never  lost 
Of  moderate  design’s  accomplishment 
In  calm  completeness.  On  and  on  I  went, 

With  no  more  hope  than  fear  of  what  came  next, 

Till  lo,  I  push  a  door,  sudden  uplift 
A  hanging,  enter,  chance  upon  a  shift 
Indeed  of  scene !  So — thus  it  is  thou  deck’st, 

High  heaven,  our  low  earth’s  brick-and-mortar  work  ? 

in 

It  was  the  Chapel.  That  a  star,  from  murk 
Which  hid,  should  dashingly  emerge  at  last, 

Were  small  surprise:  but  from  broad  day  I  passed 
Into  a  presence  that  turned  shine  to  shade. 

There  fronted  me  the  Rafael  Mother-Maid, 

Never  to  whom  knelt  votarist  in  shrine 
By  Nature’s  bounty  helped,  by  Art’s  divine 
More  varied — beauty  with  magnificence — 

Than  this :  from  floor  to  roof  one  evidence 

Of  how  far  earth  may  rival  heaven.  No  niche 

Where  glory  was  not  prisoned  to  enrich 

Man’s  gaze  with  gold  and  gems,  no  space  but  glowed 

With  colour,  gleamed  with  carving — hues  which  owed 

Their  outburst  to  a  brush  the  painter  fed 

With  rainbow-substance — rare  shapes  never  wed 

To  actual  flesh  and  blood,  which,  brain-born  once, 

Became  the  sculptor’s  dowry,  Art’s  response 

To  earth’s  despair.  And  all  seemed  old  yet  new: 

Youth, — in  the  marble’s  curve,  the  canvas’  hue, 

Apparent, — wanted  not  the  crowning  thrill 

Of  age  the  consecrator.  Hands  long  still 

Had  worked  here— could  it  be,  what  lent  them  skill 

Retained  a  power  to  supervise,  protect, 

Enforce  new  lessons  with  the  old,  connect 
Our  life  with  theirs?  No  merely  modern  touch 
Told  me  that  here  the  artist,  doing  much, 

Elsewhere  did  more,  perchance  does  better,  lives — 

So  needs  must  learn. 


IV 

Well,  these  provocatives 
Having  fulfilled  their  office,  forth  I  went 
Big  with  anticipation — well-nigh  fear — 
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Of  what  next  room  and  next  for  startled  eyes 
Might  have  in  store,  surprise  beyond  surprise. 

Next  room  and  next  and  next — what  followed  here? 
Why,  nothing!  not  one  object  to  arrest 
My  passage — everywhere  too  manifest 
The  previous  decent  null  and  void  of  best 
And  worst,  mere  ordinary  right  and  fit, 

Calm  commonplace  which  neither  missed,  nor  hit 
Inch-high,  inch-low,  the  placid  mark  proposed. 

v 

Armed  with  this  instance,  have  I  diagnosed 
Your  case,  my  Christopher?  The  man  was  sound 
And  sane  at  starting:  all  at  once  the  ground 
Gave  way  beneath  his  step,  a  certain  smoke 
Curled  up  and  caught  him,  or  perhaps  down  broke 
A  fireball  wrapping  flesh  and  spirit  both 
In  conflagration.  Then — as  heaven  were  loth 
To  linger — let  earth  understand  too  well 
How  heaven  at  need  can  operate — off  fell 
The  flame-robe,  and  the  untransfigured  man 
Resumed  sobriety, — as  he  began, 

So  did  he  end  nor  alter  pace,  not  he ! 

VI 

Now,  what  I  fain  would  know  is — could  it  be 
That  he — whoe’er  he  was  that  furnished  forth 
The  Chapel,  making  thus,  from  South  to  North, 
Rafael  touch  Leighton,  Michelagnolo 
Join  Watts,  was  found  but  once  combining  so 
The  elder  and  the  younger,  taking  stand 
On  Art’s  supreme, — or  that  yourself  who  sang 
A  Song  where  flute-breath  silvers  trumpet-clang, 
And  stations  you  for  once  on  either  hand 
With  Milton  and  with  Keats,  empowered  to  claim 
Affinity  on  just  one  point- — (or  blame 
Or  praise  my  judgment,  thus  it  fronts  you  full) — 
How  came  it  you  resume  the  void  and  null, 

Subside  to  insignificance, — live,  die 
— Proved  plainly  two  mere  mortals  who  drew  nigh 
One  moment — that,  to  Art’s  best  hierarchy. 

This,  to  the  superhuman  poet -pair? 
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What  if,  in  one  point  only,  then  and  there 
The  otherwise  all-unapproachable 
Allowed  impingement?  Does  the  sphere  pretend 
To  span  the  cube’s  breadth,  cover  end  to  end 
The  plane  with  its  embrace?  No,  surely!  Still, 
Contact  is  contact,  sphere’s  touch  no  whit  less 
Than  cube’s  superimposure.  Such  success 
Befell  Smart  only  out  of  throngs  between 
Milton  and  Keats  that  donned  the  singing-dress — 
Smart,  solely  of  such  songmen,  pierced  the  screen 
’Twixt  thing  and  word,  lit  language  straight  from  soul, — 
Left  no  fine  film-flake  on  the  naked  coal 
Live  from  the  censer — shapely  or  uncouth, 
Fire-suffused  through  and  through,  one  blaze  of  truth 
Undeadened  by  a  lie, — (you  have  my  mind) — 

For,  think!  this  blaze  outleapt  with  black  behind 
And  blank  before,  when  Hayley  and  the  rest  .  .  . 

But  let  the  dead  successors  worst  and  best 
Bury  their  dead :  with  life  be  my  concern — 

Yours  with  the  fire-flame:  what  I  fain  would  learn 

Is  just — (suppose  me  haply  ignorant 

Down  to  the  common  knowledge,  doctors  vaunt) 

Just  this — why  only  once  the  fire-flame  was: 

No  matter  if  the  marvel  came  to  pass 

The  way  folk  judged — if  power  too  long  suppressed 

Broke  loose  and  maddened,  as  the  vulgar  guessed, 

Or  simply  brain-disorder  (doctors  said) 

A  turmoil  of  the  particles  disturbed 
Brain’s  workaday  performance  in  your  head, 

Spurred  spirit  to  wild  action  health  had  curbed: 

And  so  verse  issued  in  a  cataract 
Whence  prose,  before  and  after,  unperturbed 
Was  wont  to  wend  its  way.  Concede  the  fact 
That  here  a  poet  was  who  always  could — 

Never  before  did — never  after  would — 

Achieve  the  feat:  how  were  such  fact  explained? 

VII 

Was  it  that  when,  by  rarest  chance,  there  fell 
Disguise  from  Nature,  so  that  Truth  remained 
Naked,  and  whoso  saw  for  once  could  tell 
Us  others  of  her  majesty  and  might 
In  large,  her  lovelinesses  infinite 
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In  little, — straight  you  used  the  power  wherewith 
Sense,  penetrating  as  through  rind  to  pith 
Each  object,  thoroughly  revealed  might  view 
And  comprehend  the  old  things  thus  made  new, 

So  that  while  eye  saw,  soul  to  tongue  could  trust 
Thing  which  struck  word  out,  and  once  more  adjust 
Real  vision  to  right  language,  till  heaven’s  vault 
Pompous  with  sunset,  storm-stirred  sea’s  assault 
On  the  swilled  rock-ridge,  earth’s  embosomed  brood 
Of  tree  and  flower  and  weed,  with  all  the  life 
That  flies  or  swims  or  crawls,  in  peace  or  strife, 

Above,  below, — each  had  its  note  and  name 
For  Man  to  know  by, — Man  who,  now — the  same 
As  erst  in  Eden,  needs  that  all  he  sees 
Be  named  him  ere  he  note  by  what  degrees 
Of  strength  and  beauty  to  its  end  Design 
Ever  thus  operates — (your  thought  and  mine, 

No  matter  for  the  many  dissident) — 

So  did  you  sing  your  Song,  so  truth  found  vent 
In  words  for  once  with  you  ? 

vm 

Then — back  was  furled 

The  robe  thus  thrown  aside,  and  straight  the  world 
Darkened  into  the  old  oft-catalogued 
Repository  of  things  that  sky,  wave,  land, 

Or  show  or  hide,  clear  late,  accretion-clogged 

Now,  just  as  long  ago,  by  tellings  and 

Re-tellings  to  satiety,  which  strike 

Muffled  upon  the  ear’s  drum.  Very  like 

None  was  so  startled  as  yourself  when  friends 

Came,  hailed  your  fast-returning  wits:  ‘Health  mends 

Importantly,  for — to  be  plain  with  you — 

This  scribble  on  the  wall  was  done — in  lieu 
Of  pen  and  paper — with — ha,  ha ! — your  key 
Denting  it  on  the  wainscot !  Do  you  see 
How  wise  our  caution  was  ?  Thus  much  we  stopped 
Of  babble  that  had  else  grown  print :  and  lopped 
From  your  trim  bay  tree  this  unsightly  bough — 
Smart’s  who  translated  Horace! — Write  us  now’  .  .  . 
Why,  what  Smart  did  write — never  afterward 
One  line  to  show  that  he,  who  paced  the  sward, 

Had  reached  the  zenith  from  his  madhouse  cell. 
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IX 

Was  it  because  you  judged  (I  know  full  well 
You  never  had  the  fancy) — judged — as  some — 

That  who  makes  poetry  must  reproduce 
Thus  ever  and  thus  only,  as  they  come, 

Each  strength,  each  beauty,  everywhere  diffuse 
Throughout  creation,  so  that  eye  and  ear, 

Seeing  and  hearing,  straight  shall  recognize, 

At  touch  of  just  a  trait,  the  strength  appear, — 
Suggested  by  a  line’s  lapse  see  arise 
All  evident  the  beauty, — fresh  surprise 
Startling  at  fresh  achievement?  ‘So,  indeed, 

Wallows  the  whale’s  bulk  in  the  waste  of  brine, 

Nor  otherwise  its  feather-tufts  make  fine 

Wild  Virgin’s  Bower  when  stars  faint  off  to  seed !  ’ 

(My  prose — your  poetry  I  dare  not  give, 

Purpling  too  much  my  mere  grey  argument.) 

— Was  it  because  you  judged — when  fugitive 
Was  glory  found,  and  wholly  gone  and  spent 
Such  power  of  startling  up  deaf  ear,  blind  eye, 

At  truth’s  appearance, — that  you  humbly  bent 
The  head  and,  bidding  vivid  work  good-bye, 

Doffed  lyric  dress  and  trod  the  world  once  more 
A  drab-clothed  decent  proseman  as  before? 

Strengths,  beauties,  by  one  word’s  flash  thus  laid  bare 
— That  was  effectual  service:  made  aware 
Of  strengths  and  beauties,  Man  but  hears  the  text, 
Awaits  your  teaching.  Nature  ?  What  comes  next  ? 
Why  all  the  strength  and  beauty? — to  be  shown 
Thus  in  one  word’s  flash,  thenceforth  let  alone 
By  Man  who  needs  must  deal  with  aught  that ’s  known 
Never  so  lately  and  so  little?  Friend, 

First  give  us  knowledge,  then  appoint  its  use! 

Strength,  beauty  are  the  means:  ignore  their  end? 

As  well  you  stopped  at  proving  how  profuse 
Stones,  sticks,  nay  stubble  lie  to  left  and  right 
Ready  to  help  the  builder, — careless  quite 
If  he  should  take,  or  leave  the  same  to  strew 
Earth  idly, — as  by  word’s  flash  bring  in  view 
Strength,  beauty,  then  bid  who  beholds  the  same 
Go  on  beholding.  Why  gains  unemployed  ? 

Nature  was  made  to  be  by  Man  enjoyed 
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First;  followed  duly  by  enjoyment’s  fruit, 

Instruction — haply  leaving  joy  behind: 

And  you,  the  instructor,  would  you  slack  pursuit 
Of  the  main  prize,  as  poet  help  mankind 
Just  to  enjoy,  there  leave  them?  Play  the  fool, 
Abjuring  a  superior  privilege? 

Please  simply  when  your  function  is  to  rule — 

By  thought  incite  to  deed?  From  edge  to  edge 
Of  earth’s  round,  strength  and  beauty  everywhere 
Pullulate — and  must  you  particularize 
All,  each  and  every  apparition  ?  Spare 
Yourself  and  us  the  trouble!  Ears  and  eyes 
Want  so  much  strength  and  beauty,  and  no  less 
Nor  more,  to  learn  life’s  lesson  by.  Oh,  yes — 

The  other  method ’s  favoured  in  our  day ! 

The  end  ere  the  beginning:  as  you  may, 

Master  the  heavens  before  you  study  earth. 

Make  you  familiar  with  the  meteor’s  birth 
Ere  you  descend  to  scrutinize  the  rose ! 

I  say,  o’erstep  no  least  one  of  the  rows 

That  lead  man  from  the  bottom  where  he  plants 

Foot  first  of  all,  to  life’s  last  ladder-top: 

Arrived  there,  vain  enough  will  seem  the  vaunts 
Of  those  who  say — ‘We  scale  the  skies,  then  drop 
To  earth — to  find,  how  all  things  there  are  loth 
To  answer  heavenly  law:  we  understand 
The  meteor’s  course,  and  lo,  the  rose’s  growth — 

How  other  than  should  be  by  law’s  command !’ 
Would  not  you  tell  such — ‘Friends,  beware  lest  fume 
Offuscate  sense:  learn  earth  first  ere  presume 
To  teach  heaven  legislation.  Law  must  be 
Active  in  earth  or  nowhere:  earth  you  see, — 

Or  there  or  not  at  all,  Will,  Power  and  Love 
Admit  discovery, — as  below,  above 
Seek  next  law’s  confirmation !  But  reverse 
The  order,  where ’s  the  wonder  things  grow  worse 
Than,  by  the  law  your  fancy  formulates, 

They  should  be?  Cease  from  anger  at  the  fates 
Which  thwart  themselves  so  madly.  Live  and  learn, 
Not  first  learn  and  then  live,  is  our  concern. 
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1889 

(For  Dedication  see  Appendix,  page  213) 
PROLOGUE 

‘The  Poet’s  age  is  sad:  for  why? 

In  youth,  the  natural  world  could  show 
No  common  object  but  his  eye 

At  once  involved  with  alien  glow — 

His  owrn  soul’s  iris-bow. 

‘And  now  a  flower  is  just  a  flower: 

Man,  bird,  beast  are  but  beast,  bird,  man — 
Simply  themselves,  uncinct  by  dower 
Of  dyes  which,  when  life’s  day  began, 

Round  each  in  glory  ran.’ 

Friend,  did  you  need  an  optic  glass, 

Which  were  your  choice?  A  lens  to  drape 
In  ruby,  emerald,  chrysopras, 

Each  object — or  reveal  its  shape 
Clear  outlined,  past  escape, 

The  naked  very  thing? — so  clear 

That,  when  you  had  the  chance  to  gaze, 

You  found  its  inmost  self  appear 

Through  outer  seeming — truth  ablaze. 

Not  falsehood’s  fancy-haze? 

How  many  a  year,  my  Asolo, 

Since — one  step  just  from  sea  to  land — 

I  found  you,  loved  yet  feared  you  so — 

For  natural  objects  seemed  to  stand 
Palpably  fire-clothed !  No — 

No  mastery  of  mine  o’er  these! 

Terror  with  beauty,  like  the  Bush 
Burning  but  unconsumed.  Bend  knees. 

Drop  eyes  to  earthward !  Language?  Tush! 
Silence ’t  is  awe  decrees. 
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And  now?  The  lambent  flame  is — where? 

Lost  from  the  naked  world:  earth,  sky. 

Hill,  vale,  tree,  flower, — Italia’s  rare 
O’er-running  beauty  crowds  the  eye — 

But  flame?  The  Bush  is  bare. 

Hill,  vale,  tree,  flower — they  stand  distinct, 
Nature  to  know  and  name.  What  then  ? 

A  Voice  spoke  thence  which  straight  unlinked 
Fancy  from  fact:  see,  all ’s  in  ken: 

Has  once  my  eyelid  winked  ? 

No,  for  the  purged  ear  apprehends 

Earth’s  import,  not  the  eye  late  dazed : 

The  Voice  said  ‘Call  my  works  thy  friends! 

At  Nature  dost  thou  shrink  amazed? 

God  is  it  who  transcends.’ 

Asolo:  Sept  6,  1889 


DUBIETY 

I  will  be  happy  if  but  for  once: 

Only  help  me,  Autumn  weather, 

Me  and  my  cares  to  screen,  ensconce 
In  luxury’s  sofa-lap  of  leather! 

Sleep?  Nay,  comfort — with  just  a  cloud 
Suffusing  day  too  clear  and  bright: 

Eve’s  essence,  the  single  drop  allowed 
To  sully,  like  milk,  Noon’s  water-white. 

Let  gauziness  shade,  not  shroud, — adjust, 

Dim  and  not  deaden, — somehow  sheathe 
Aught  sharp  in  the  rough  world’s  busy  thrust, 

If  it  reach  me  through  dreaming’s  vapour -wreath. 

Be  life  so,  all  things  ever  the  same ! 

For,  what  has  disarmed  the  world  ?  Outside, 
Quiet  and  peace:  inside,  nor  blame 
Nor  want,  nor  wish  whate’er  betide. 


DUBIETY 
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What  is  it  like  that  has  happened  before? 

A  dream?  No  dream,  more  real  by  much. 

A  vision?  But  fanciful  days  of  yore 

Brought  many:  mere  musing  seems  not  such. 

Perhaps  but  a  memory,  after  all ! 

— Of  what  came  once  when  a  woman  leant 
To  feel  for  my  brow  where  her  kiss  might  fall 
Truth  ever,  truth  only  the  excellent ! 


NOW 

Out  of  your  whole  life  give  but  a  moment ! 

All  of  your  life  that  has  gone  before, 

All  to  come  after  it, — so  you  ignore 

So  you  make  perfect  the  present, — condense, 

In  a  rapture  of  rage,  for  perfection’s  endowment, 
Thought  and  feeling  and  soul  and  sense — 

Merged  in  a  moment  which  gives  me  at  last 
You  around  me  for  once,  you  beneath  me,  above  me — 
Me — sure  that  despite  of  time  future,  time  past, — 
This  tick  of  our  life-time ’s  one  moment  you  love  me ! 
How  long  such  suspension  may  linger?  Ah,  Sweet — 
The  moment  eternal — just  that  and  no  more — 

When  ecstasy’s  utmost  we  clutch  at  the  core 
While  cheeks  bum,  arms  open,  eyes  shut  and  lips  meet ! 


POETICS 

‘So  say  the  foolish!’  Say  the  foolish  so,  Love? 

‘  Flower  she  is,  my  rose  ’ — or  else  ‘  My  very  swan  is  she  ’ — 
Or  perhaps  ‘Yon  maid-moon,  blessing  earth  below,  Love, 
That  art  thou!’ — to  them,  belike:  no  such  vain  words  from 
me. 


'Hush,  rose,  blush!  no  balm  like  breath,’  I  chide  it: 

‘  Bend  thy  neck  its  best,  swan, — hers  the  whiter  curve !  ’ 
Be  the  moon  the  moon:  my  Love  I  place  beside  it: 

What  is  she  ?  Her  human  self, — no  lower  word  will  serve. 
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SUMMUM  BONUM 

All  the  breath  and  the  bloom  of  the  year  in  the  bag  of  one 
bee: 

All  the  wonder  and  wealth  of  the  mine  in  the  heart  of  one 
gem: 

In  the  core  of  one  pearl  all  the  shade  and  the  shine  of  the  sea: 

Breath  and  bloom,  shade  and  shine, — wonder,  wealth,  and 
— how  far  above  them — 

Truth,  that ’s  brighter  than  gem, 

Trust,  that ’s  purer  than  pearl, — 

Brightest  truth,  purest  trust  in  the  universe — all  were  for  me 
In  the  kiss  of  one  girl. 


A  PEARL,  A  GIRL 

A  simple  ring  with  a  single  stone 
To  the  vulgar  eye  no  stone  of  price: 
Whisper  the  right  word,  that  alone — 

Forth  starts  a  sprite,  like  fire  from  ice, 

And  lo,  you  are  lord  (says  an  Eastern  scroll) 
Of  heaven  and  earth,  lord  whole  and  sole 
Through  the  power  in  a  pearl. 

A  woman  (’t  is  I  this  time  that  say) 

With  little  the  world  counts  worthy  praise 
Utter  the  true  word — out  and  away 
Escapes  her  soul :  I  am  wrapt  in  blaze, 
Creation’s  lord,  of  heaven  and  earth 
Lord  whole  and  sole — by  a  minute’s  birth — 
Through  the  love  in  a  girl ! 


SPECULATIVE 

Others  may  need  new  life  in  Heaven — 
Man,  Nature,  Art — made  new,  assume! 
Man  with  new  mind  old  sense  to  leaven, 
Nature — new  light  to  clear  old  gloom, 
Art  that  breaks  bounds,  gets  soaring-room. 


SPECULATIVE 

I  shall  pray:  ‘Fugitive  as  precious — 
Minutes  which  passed, — return,  remain ! 
Let  earth’s  old  life  once  more  enmesh  us. 
You  with  old  pleasure,  me — old  pain, 

So  we  but  meet  nor  part  again!’ 


BAD  DREAMS.  I 

Last  night  I  saw  you  in  my  sleep: 

And  how  your  charm  of  face  was  changed ! 
I  asked  ‘Some  love,  some  faith  you  keep?’ 
You  answered  ‘Faith  gone,  love  estranged.’ 

Whereat  I  woke — a  twofold  bliss: 

Waking  was  one,  but  next  there  came 
This  other:  ‘Though  I  felt,  for  this, 

My  heart  break,  I  loved  on  the  same.’ 


BAD  DREAMS.  Ill 

This  was  my  dream:  I  saw  a  Forest 
Old  as  the  earth,  no  track  nor  trace 
Of  unmade  man.  Thou,  Soul,  explorest — 
Though  in  a  trembling  rapture — space 
Immeasurable !  Shrubs,  turned  trees, 

Trees  that  touch  heaven,  support  its  frieze 
Studded  with  sun  and  moon  and  star: 

While — oh,  the  enormous  growths  that  bar 
Mine  eye  from  penetrating  past 

Their  tangled  twine  where  lurks — nay,  lives 
Royally  lone,  some  brute-type  cast 
I’  the  rough,  time  cancels,  man  forgives. 

On,  Soul !  I  saw  a  lucid  City 
Of  architectural  device 
Every  way  perfect.  Pause  for  pity. 

Lightning !  nor  leave  a  cicatrice 
On  those  bright  marbles,  dome  and  spire, 
Structures  palatial, — streets  which  mire 
Dares  not  defile,  paved  all  too  fine 
For  human  footstep’s  smirch,  not  thine — 


186  ASOLANDO:  FANCIES  6-  FACTS 

Proud  solitary  traverser, 

My  Soul,  of  silent  lengths  of  way — 

With  what  ecstatic  dread,  aver, 

Lest  life  start  sanctioned  by  thy  stay ! 

Ah,  but  the  last  sight  was  the  hideous ! 

A  City,  yes, — a  Forest,  true, — 

But  each  devouring  each.  Perfidious 
Snake-plants  had  strangled  what  I  knew 
Was  a  pavilion  once;  each  oak 
Held  on  his  horns  some  spoil  he  broke 
By  surreptitiously  beneath 
Upthrusting:  pavements,  as  with  teeth, 
Griped  huge  weed  widening  crack  and  split 
In  squares  and  circles  stone-work  erst. 

Oh,  Nature — good !  Oh,  Art — no  whit 
Less  worthy !  Both  in  one — accurst ! 


BAD  DREAMS.  IV 

It  happened  thus:  my  slab,  though  new, 

Was  getting  weather-stained, — beside, 

Herbage,  balm,  peppermint  o’ergrew 
Letter  and  letter:  till  you  tried 
Somewhat,  the  Name  was  scarce  descried. 

That  strong  stern  man  my  lover  came: 

— Was  he  my  lover  ?  Call  him,  pray, 

My  life’s  cold  critic  bent  on  blame 
Of  all  poor  I  could  do  or  say 
To  make  me  worth  his  love  one  day — 

One  far  day  when,  by  diligent 
And  dutiful  amending  faults, 

Foibles,  all  weaknesses  which  went 
To  challenge  and  excuse  assaults 
Of  culture  wronged  by  taste  that  halts — 

Discrepancies  should  mar  no  plan 
Symmetric  of  the  qualities 
Claiming  respect  from — say — a  man 

That ’s  strong  and  stern.  ‘  Once  more  he  pries 
Into  me  with  those  critic  eyes !  ’ 
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No  question!  so — ‘Conclude,  condemn 
Each  failure  my  poor  self  avows ! 

Leave  to  its  fate  all  you  contemn ! 

There ’s  Solomon’s  selected  spouse: 

Earth  needs  must  hold  such  maids — choose  them !  ’ 

Why,  he  was  weeping !  Surely  gone 
Sternness  and  strength:  with  eyes  to  ground 
And  voice  a  broken  monotone — 

‘  Only  be  as  you  were !  Abound 
In  foibles,  faults, — laugh,  robed  and  crowned 

‘As  Folly’s  veriest  queen, — care  I 
One  feather-fluff?  Look  pity,  Love, 

On  prostrate  me — your  foot  shall  try 
This  forehead’s  use — mount  thence  above, 

And  reach  what  Heaven  you  dignify!’ 

Now,  what  could  bring  such  change  about? 

The  thought  perplexed :  till,  following 
His  gaze  upon  the  ground,— why,  out 
Came  all  the  secret !  So,  a  thing 
Thus  simple  has  deposed  my  king ! 

For,  spite  of  weeds  that  strove  to  spoil 
Plain  reading  on  the  lettered  slab, 

My  name  was  clear  enough — no  soil 
Effaced  the  date  when  one  chance  stab 
Of  scorn  ...  if  only  ghosts  might  blab  1 


WHICH? 

So,  the  three  Court-ladies  began 
Their  trial  of  who  judged  best 
In  esteeming  the  love  of  a  man: 

Who  preferred  with  most  reason  was  thereby  confessed 
Boy-Cupid’s  exemplary  catcher  and  eager; 

An  Abbe  crossed  legs  to  decide  on  the  wager. 

First  the  Duchesse:  ‘Mine  for  me — 

Who  were  it  but  God’s  for  Him, 

And  the  King’s  for — who  but  he? 

Both  faithful  and  loyal,  one  grace  more  shall  brim 
His  cup  with  perfection:  a  lady’s  true  lover, 

He  holds — save  his  God  and  his  king — none  above  her.’ 
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‘  I  require  ’ — outspoke  the  Marquise — 

‘Pure  thoughts,  ay,  but  also  fine  deeds: 

Play  the  paladin  must  he,  to  please 
My  whim,  and — to  prove  my  knight’s  service  exceeds 
Your  saint’s  and  your  loyalist’s  praying  and  kneeling — 

Show  wounds,  each  wide  mouth  to  my  mercy  appealing.’ 

Then  the  Comtesse:  ‘My  choice  be  a  wretch, 

Mere  losel  in  body  and  soul, 

Thrice  accurst !  What  care  I,  so  he  stretch 
Arms  to  me  his  sole  saviour,  love’s  ultimate  goal, 

Out  of  earth  and  men’s  noise — names  of  “infidel,”  “traitor,” 
Cast  up  at  him?  Crown  me,  crown’s  adjudicator!’ 

And  the  Abbe  uncrossed  his  legs, 

Took  snuff,  a  reflective  pinch, 

Broke  silence:  ‘The  question  begs 
Much  pondering  ere  I  pronounce.  Shall  I  flinch? 

The  love  which  to  one  and  one  only  has  reference 
Seems  terribly  like  what  perhaps  gains  God’s  preference.’ 


THE  POPE  AND  THE  NET 

What,  he  on  whom  our  voices  unanimously  ran, 

Made  Pope  at  our  last  Conclave?  Full  low  his  life  began: 

His  father  earned  the  daily  bread  as  just  a  fisherman. 

So  much  the  more  his  boy  minds  book,  gives  proof  of  mother- 
wit, 

Becomes  first  Deacon,  and  then  Priest,  then  Bishop:  see  him 
sit 

No  less  than  Cardinal  ere  long,  while  no  one  cries  ‘Unfit!’ 

But  someone  smirks,  some  other  smiles,  jogs  elbow  and  nods 
head: 

Each  winks  at  each:  ‘T-faith,  a  rise!  Saint  Peter’s  net, 
instead 

Of  sword  and  keys,  is  come  in  vogue !  ’  You  think  he  blushes 
red? 

Not  he,  of  humble  holy  heart!  ‘Unworthy  me!’  he  sighs: 

‘From  fisher’s  drudge  to  Church’s  prince — it  is  indeed  a  rise: 

So,  here ’s  my  way  to  keep  the  fact  for  ever  in  my  eyes !  ’ 
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And  straightway  in  his  palace-hall,  where  commonly  is  set 
Some  coat-of-arms,  some  portraiture  ancestral,  lo,  we  met 
His  mean  estate’s  reminder  in  his  fisher-father’s  net! 

Which  step  conciliates  all  and  some,  stops  cavil  in  a  trice: 

‘  The  humble  holy  heart  that  holds  of  new-born  pride  no  spice ! 
He ’s  just  the  saint  to  choose  for  Pope!’  Each  adds  °T  is 
my  advice.’ 

So,  Pope  he  was :  and  when  we  flocked — its  sacred  slipper  on — 
To  kiss  his  foot,  we  lifted  eyes,  alack  the  thing  was  gone — 
That  guarantee  of  lowlihead, — eclipsed  that  star  which  shone ! 

Each  eyed  his  fellow,  one  and  all  kept  silence.  I  cried  ‘  Pish ! 
I  ’ll  make  me  spokesman  for  the  rest,  express  the  common 
wish. 

Why,  Father,  is  the  net  removed?’  ‘Son,  it  hath  caught 
the  fish.’ 


THE  BEAN-FEAST 

He  was  the  man — Pope  Sixtus,  that  Fifth,  that  swineherd's 
son: 

He  knew  the  right  thing,  did  it,  and  thanked  God  when  ’t 
was  done: 

But  of  all  he  had  to  thank  for,  my  fancy  somehow  leans 
To  thinking,  what  most  moved  him  was  a  certain  meal  on 
beans. 

For  one  day,  as  his  wont  was,  in  just  enough  disguise 
As  he  went  exploring  wickedness, — to  see  with  his  own  eyes 
If  law  had  due  observance  in  the  city’s  entrail  dark 
As  well  as  where,  i’  the  open,  crime  stood  an  obvious  mark, — 
He  chanced,  in  a  blind  alley,  on  a  tumble-down  once  house 
Now  hovel,  vilest  structure  in  Rome  the  ruinous: 

And,  as  his  tact  impelled  him,  Sixtus  adventured  bold, 

To  learn  how  lowliest  subjects  bore  hunger,  toil,  and  cold. 

There  sat  they  at  high-supper — man  and  wife,  lad  and  lass, 
Poor  as  you  please  but  cleanly  all  and  care-free :  pain  that  was 
— Forgotten,  pain  as  sure  to  be  let  bide  aloof  its  time, — 
Mightily  munched  the  brave  ones — what  mattered  gloom  or 
grime  ? 
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Said  Sixtus  ‘Feast,  my  children!  who  works  hard  needs  eat 
well. 

I ’m  just  a  supervisor,  would  hear  what  you  can  tell. 

Do  any  wrongs  want  righting?  The  Father  tries  his  best, 
But,  since  he ’s  only  mortal,  sends  such  as  I  to  test 
The  truth  of  all  that ’s  told  him — how  folk  like  you  may  fare : 
Come! — only  don’t  stop  eating — when  mouth  has  words  to 
spare — 

‘You’ — smiled  he — ‘play  the  spokesman,  bell-wether  of  the 
flock! 

Are  times  good,  masters  gentle?  Your  grievances  unlock! 
How  of  your  work  and  wages  ? — pleasures,  if  such  may  be — 
Pains,  as  such  are  for  certain.’  Thus  smiling  questioned  he. 

But  somehow,  spite  of  smiling,  awe  stole  upon  the  group — 
An  inexpressible  surmise :  why  should  a  priest  thus  stoop — 
Pry  into  what  concerned  folk  ?  Each  visage  fell.  Aware, 
Cries  Sixtus  interposing:  ‘Nay,  children,  have  no  care! 

‘Fear  nothing!  Who  employs  me  requires  the  plain  truth. 
Pelf 

Beguiles  who  should  inform  me:  so,  I  inform  myself. 

See!’  And  he  threw  his  hood  back,  let  the  close  vesture  ope, 
Showed  face,  and  where  on  tippet  the  cross  lay,  ’t  was  the 
Pope. 

Imagine  the  joyful  wonder!  ‘How  shall  the  like  of  us — 
Poor  souls — requite  such  blessing  of  our  rude  bean-feast? 

‘  Thus — 

Thus  amply!’  laughed  Pope  Sixtus.  ‘I  early  rise,  sleep  late: 
Who  works  may  eat :  they  tempt  me,  your  beans  there :  spare 
a  plate!’ 

Down  sat  he  on  the  door-step:  ’t  was  they  this  time  said  grace: 
He  ate  up  the  last  mouthful,  wiped  lips,  and  then,  with  face 
Turned  heavenward,  broke  forth  thankful:  ‘Not  now,  that 
earth  obeys 

Thy  word  in  mine,  that  through  me  the  peoples  know  Thy 
ways — 

But  that  Thy  care  extendeth  to  Nature’s  homely  wants, 

And,  while  man’s  mind  is  strengthened,  Thy  goodness  nowise 
scants 

Man’s  body  of  its  comfort, — that  I  whom  kings  and  queens 
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Crouch  to,  pick  crumbs  from  off  my  table,  relish  beans! 

The  thunders  I  but  seem  to  launch,  there  plain  Thy  hand  all 
see: 

That  I  have  appetite,  digest,  and  thrive — that  boon ’s  for 
me.’ 


‘IMPERANTE  AUGUSTO  NATUS  EST - ’ 

What  it  was  struck  the  terror  into  me? 

This,  Publius:  closer!  while  we  wait  our  turn 
I  ’ll  tell  you.  Water ’s  warm  (they  ring  inside) 

At  the  eighth  hour,  till  when  no  use  to  bathe. 

Here  in  the  vestibule  where  now  we  sit, 

One  scarce  stood  yesterday,  the  throng  was  such 
Of  loyal  gapers,  folk  all  eye  and  ear 
While  Lucius  Varius  Rufus  in  their  midst 
Read  out  that  long-planned  late-completed  piece, 
His  Panegyric  on  the  Emperor. 

‘Nobody  like  him’  little  Flaccus  laughed 
‘  At  leading  forth  an  Epos  with  due  pomp ! 

Only,  when  godlike  Caesar  swells  the  theme, 

How  should  mere  mortals  hope  to  praise  aright  ? 
Tell  me,  thou  offshoot  of  Etruscan  kings!’ 
Whereat  Maecenas  smiling  sighed  assent. 

I  paid  my  quadrans,  left  the  Thermae’s  roar 
Of  rapture  as  the  poet  asked  ‘  What  place 
Among  the  godships  Jove,  for  Caesar’s  sake, 

Would  bid  its  actual  occupant  vacate 
In  favour  of  the  new  divinity?’ 

And  got  the  expected  answer  ‘  Yield  thine  own !  ’ — 
Jove  thus  dethroned,  I  somehow  wanted  air, 

And  found  myself  a-pacing  street  and  street, 
Letting  the  sunset,  rosy  over  Rome, 

Clear  my  head  dizzy  with  the  hubbub — say 
As  if  thought’s  dance  therein  had  kicked  up  dust 
By  trampling  on  all  else:  the  world  lay  prone, 

As — poet-propped,  in  brave  hexameters — 

Their  subject  triumphed  up  from  man  to  God. 
Caius  Octavius  Caesar  the  August — 
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Where  was  escape  from  his  prepotency  ? 

I  judge  I  may  have  passed — how  many  piles 
Of  structure  dropt  like  doles  from  his  free  hand 
To  Rome  on  every  side?  Why,  right  and  left, 

For  temples  you ’ve  the  Thundering  Jupiter, 

Avenging  Mars,  Apollo  Palatine: 

How  count  Piazza,  Forum — there ’s  a  third 
All  but  completed.  You ’ve  the  Theatre 
Named  of  Marcellus — all  his  work,  such  work ! — 

One  thought  still  ending,  dominating  all — 

With  warrant  Varius  sang  ‘Be  Caesar  God!’ 

By  what  a  hold  arrests  he  Fortune’s  wheel, 

Obtaining  and  retaining  heaven  and  earth 
Through  Fortune,  if  you  like,  but  favour — no ! 

For  the  great  deeds  flashed  by  me,  fast  and  thick 
As  stars  which  storm  the  sky  on  autumn  nights — 

Those  conquests !  but  peace  crowned  them, — so,  of  peace 
Count  up  his  titles  only — these,  in  few — 

Ten  years  Triumvir,  Consul  thirteen  times, 

Emperor,  nay — the  glory  topping  all — 

Hailed  Father  of  his  Country,  last  and  best 
Of  titles,  by  himself  accepted  so: 

And  why  not  ?  See  but  feats  achieved  in  Rome — 

Not  to  say,  Italy — he  planted  there 

Some  thirty  colonies— but  Rome  itself 

All  new-built,  ‘marble  now,  brick  once,’  he  boasts: 

This  Portico,  that  Circus.  Would  you  sail? 

He  has  drained  Tiber  for  you :  would  you  walk  ? 

He  straightened  out  the  long  Flaminian  Way. 

Poor?  Profit  by  his  score  of  donatives! 

Rich — that  is,  mirthful?  Half-a-hundred  games 
Challenge  your  choice!  There ’s  Rome — for  you  and  me 
Only?  The  centre  of  the  world  besides! 

For,  look  the  wide  world  over,  where  ends  Rome? 

To  sunrise  ?  There ’s  Euphrates — all  between ! 

To  sunset?  Ocean  and  immensity: 

North, — stare  till  Danube  stops  you:  South,  see  Nile, 
The  Desert  and  the  earth-upholding  Mount. 

Well  may  the  poet-people  each  with  each 
Vie  in  his  praise,  our  company  of  swans, 

Virgil  and  Horace,  singers — in  their  way — 

Nearly  as  good  as  Varius,  though  less  famed: 

Well  may  they  cry,  ‘No  mortal,  plainly  God!’ 
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Thus  to  myself  myself  said,  while  I  walked: 

Or  would  have  said,  could  thought  attain  to  speech. 
Clean  baffled  by  enormity  of  bliss 
The  while  I  strove  to  scale  its  heights  and  sound 
Its  depths — this  masterdom  o’er  all  the  world 
Of  one  who  was  but  born, — like  you,  like  me, 

Like  all  the  world  he  owns, — of  flesh  and  blood. 

But  he — how  grasp,  how  gauge  his  own  conceit 
Of  bliss  to  me  near  inconceivable? 

Or — since  such  flight  too  much  makes  reel  the  brain — 
Let ’s  sink — and  so  take  refuge,  as  it  were, 

From  life’s  excessive  altitude — to  life’s 
Breathable  wayside  shelter  at  its  base ! 

If  looms  thus  large  this  Caesar  to  myself 
— Of  senatorial  rank  and  somebody — 

How  must  he  strike  the  vulgar  nameless  crowd, 
Innumerous  swarm  that ’s  nobody  at  all? 

Why, — for  an  instance, — much  as  yon  gold  shape 
Crowned,  sceptred,  on  the  temple  opposite — 

Fulgurant  Jupiter — must  daze  the  sense 
Of — say,  yon  outcast  begging  from  its  step ! 

What,  anti-Caesar,  monarch  in  the  mud, 

As  he  is  pinnacled  above  thy  pate  ? 

Ay,  beg  away !  thy  lot  contrasts  full  well 
With  his  whose  bounty  yields  thee  this  support — 

Our  Holy  and  Inviolable  One, 

Caesar,  w'hose  bounty  built  the  fane  above ! 

Dost  read  my  thought  ?  Thy  garb,  alack,  displays 
Sore  usage  truly  in  each  rent  and  stain — 

Faugh!  Wash  though  in  Suburra!  ’Ware  the  dogs 
Who  may  not  so  disdain  a  meal  on  thee ! 

What,  stretchest  forth  a  palm  to  catch  my  alms  ? 

Aha,  why  yes:  I  must  appear — who  knows? — 

I,  in  my  toga,  to  thy  rags  and  thee — 

Quaestor — nay,  ALdile,  Censor — Pol !  perhaps 
The  very  City-Praetor’s  noble  self! 

As  to  me  Caesar,  so  to  thee  am  I  ? 

Good:  nor  in  vain  shall  prove  thy  quest,  poor  rogue! 
Hither — hold  palm  out — take  this  quarter-as ! 

And  who  did  take  it?  As  he  raised  his  head, 

(My  gesture  was  a  trifle — well,  abrupt), 

Back  fell  the  broad  flap  of  the  peasant’s-hat, 
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The  homespun  cloak  that  muffled  half  his  cheek 
Dropped  somewhat,  and  I  had  a  glimpse — just  one! 
One  was  enough.  Whose — whose  might  be  the  face  ? 
That  unkempt  careless  hair — brown,  yellowish — 
Those  sparkling  eyes  beneath  their  eyebrows’  ridge 
(Each  meets  each,  and  the  hawk-nose  rules  between) 
— That  was  enough,  no  glimpse  was  needed  more ! 
And  terrifyingly  into  my  mind 
Came  that  quick-hushed  report  was  whispered  us, 

1  They  do  say,  once  a  year  in  sordid  garb 
He  plays  the  mendicant,  sits  all  day  long, 

Asking  and  taking  alms  of  who  may  pass, 

And  so  averting,  if  submission  help, 

Fate’s  envy,  the  dread  chance  and  change  of  things 
When  Fortune — for  a  word,  a  look,  a  nought — 

Turns  spiteful  and — the  petted  lioness — 

Strikes  with  her  sudden  paw,  and  prone  falls  each 
Who  patted  late  her  neck  superiorly, 

Or  trifled  with  those  claw-tips  velvet-sheathed.’ 

‘He ’s  God!’  shouts  Lucius  Varius  Rufus:  ‘Man 
And  worms’-meat  any  moment !  ’  mutters  low 
Some  Power,  admonishing  the  mortal-born. 

Ay,  do  you  mind?  There ’s  meaning  in  the  fact 
That  whoso  conquers,  triumphs,  enters  Rome, 
Climbing  the  Capitolian,  soaring  thus 
To  glory’s  summit, — Publius,  do  you  mark — 

Ever  the  same  attendant  who,  behind, 

Above  the  Conqueror’s  head  supports  the  crown 
All-too-demonstrative  for  human  wear, 

—One  hand’s  employment — all  the  while  reserves 
Its  fellow,  backward  flung,  to  point  how,  close 
Appended  from  the  car,  beneath  the  foot 
Of  the  up-borne  exulting  Conqueror, 

Frown — half-descried — the  instruments  of  shame, 

The  malefactor’s  due.  Crown,  now — Cross,  when  ? 

Who  stands  secure?  Are  even  Gods  so  safe? 

Jupiter  that  just  now  is  dominant — 

Are  not  there  ancient  dismal  tales  how  once 
A  predecessor  reigned  ere  Saturn  came, 

And  who  can  say  if  Jupiter  be  last? 

Was  it  for  nothing  the  grey  Sibyl  wrote 
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‘  Caesar  Augustus  regnant,  shall  be  bom 
In  blind  Judaea’ — one  to  master  him, 

Him  and  the  universe?  An  old-wife’s  tale? 

Bath-drudge!  Here,  slave!  No  cheating!  Our  turn 
next. 

No  loitering,  or  be  sure  you  taste  the  lash! 

Two  strigils,  two  oil-drippers,  each  a  sponge! 


DEVELOPMENT 

My  Father  was  a  scholar  and  knew  Greek. 

When  I  was  five  years  old,  I  asked  him  once 
‘  What  do  you  read  about  ?  ’ 

‘The  siege  of  Troy.’ 
‘What  is  a  siege  and  what  is  Troy?’ 

Whereat 

He  piled  up  chairs  and  tables  for  a  town, 

Set  me  a-top  for  Priam,  called  our  cat 
— Helen,  enticed  away  from  home  (he  said) 

By  wicked  Paris,  who  couched  somewhere  close 
Under  the  footstool,  being  cowardly, 

But  whom — since  she  was  worth  the  pains,  poor  puss — 
Towzer  and  Tray, — our  dogs,  the  Atreidai,— sought 
By  taking  Troy  to  get  possession  of 
— Always  when  great  Achilles  ceased  to  sulk, 

(My  pony  in  the  stable) — forth  would  prance 
And  put  to  flight  Hector — our  page-boy’s  self. 

This  taught  me  who  was  who  and  what  was  what: 

So  far  I  rightly  understood  the  case 
At  five  years  old :  a  huge  delight  it  proved 
And  still  proves — thanks  to  that  instructor  sage 
My  Father,  who  knew  better  than  turn  straight 
Learning’s  full  flare  on  weak-eyed  ignorance, 

Or,  wmrse  yet,  leave  weak  eyes  to  grow  sand-blind, 
Content  with  darkness  and  vacuity. 

It  happened,  two  or  three  years  afterward, 

That — I  and  playmates  playing  at  Troy’s  Siege — 

My  Father  came  upon  our  make-believe. 

‘How  would  you  like  to  read  yourself  the  tale 
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Properly  told,  of  which  I  gave  you  first 
Merely  such  notion  as  a  boy  could  bear  ? 

Pope,  now,  would  give  you  the  precise  account 
Of  what,  some  day,  by  dint  of  scholarship, 

You  ’ll  hear — who  knows? — from  Homer’s  very  mouth. 
Learn  Greek  by  all  means,  read  the  “Blind  Old  Man, 
Sweetest  of  Singers” — tuphlos  which  means  “blind,” 
Hedistos  which  means  “sweetest.”  Time  enough! 

Try,  anyhow,  to  master  him  some  day; 

Until  when,  take  what  serves  for  substitute, 

Read  Pope,  by  all  means !  ’ 

So  I  ran  through  Pope, 
Enjoyed  the  tale — what  history  so  true? 

Also  attacked  my  Primer,  duly  drudged, 

Grew  fitter  thus  for  what  was  promised  next — 

The  very  thing  itself,  the  actual  words, 

When  I  could  turn — say,  Buttmann  to  account. 

Time  passed,  I  ripened  somewhat:  one  fine  day, 

‘  Quite  ready  for  the  Iliad,  nothing  less  ? 

There ’s  Heine,  where  the  big  books  block  the  shelf : 

Don’t  skip  a  word,  thumb  well  the  Lexicon!’ 

I  thumbed  well  and  skipped  nowise  till  I  learned 
Who  was  who,  what  was  what,  from  Homer’s  tongue, 

And  there  an  end  of  learning.  Had  you  asked 
The  all-accomplished  scholar,  twelve  years  old, 

‘  Who  was  it  wrote  the  Iliad  ?  ’ — what  a  laugh ! 

‘Why,  Homer,  all  the  world  knows:  of  his  life 
Doubtless  some  facts  exist:  it ’s  everywhere: 

We  have  not  settled,  though,  his  place  of  birth: 

He  begged,  for  certain,  and  was  blind  beside: 

Seven  cities  claimed  him— Scio,  with  best  right, 

Thinks  Byron.  What  he  wrote?  Those  Hymns  we  have. 
Then  there  ’s  the  “Battle  of  the  Frogs  and  Mice,” 

That ’s  all — unless  they  dig  “  Margites  ”  up 
(I ’d  like  that)  nothing  more  remains  to  know.’ 

Thus  did  youth  spend  a  comfortable  time ; 

Until — ‘What ’s  this  the  Germans  say  is  fact 
That  Wolf  found  out  first?  It ’s  unpleasant  work 
Their  chop  and  change,  unsettling  one’s  belief: 

All  the  same,  while  we  live,  we  learn,  that ’s  sure.’ 
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So,  I  bent  brow  o’er  Prolegomena. 

And,  after  Wolf,  a  dozen  of  his  like 
Proved  there  was  never  any  Troy  at  all, 

Neither  Besiegers  nor  Besieged, — nay,  worse, — 

No  actual  Homer,  no  authentic  text, 

No  warrant  for  the  fiction  I,  as  fact, 

Had  treasured  in  my  heart  and  soul  so  long — - 
Ay,  mark  you !  and  as  fact  held  still,  still  hold, 

Spite  of  new  knowledge,  in  my  heart  of  hearts 
And  soul  of  souls,  fact’s  essence  freed  and  fixed 
From  accidental  fancy’s  guardian  sheath. 

Assuredly  thenceforward — thank  my  stars ! — 

However  it  got  there,  deprive  who  could — 

Wring  from  the  shrine  my  precious  tenantry, 

Helen,  Ulysses,  Hector  and  his  Spouse, 

Achilles  and  his  Friend? — though  Wolf — ah,  Wolf! 

Why  must  he  needs  come  doubting,  spoil  a  dream? 

But  then  ‘No  dream ’s  worth  waking’ — Browning  says: 
And  here ’s  the  reason  why  I  tell  thus  much. 

I,  now  mature  man,  you  anticipate, 

May  blame  my  Father  justifiably 

For  letting  me  dream  out  my  nonage  thus, 

And  only  by  such  slow  and  sure  degrees 
Permitting  me  to  sift  the  grain  from  chaff, 

Get  truth  and  falsehood  known  and  named  as  such. 
Why  did  he  ever  let  me  dream  at  all, 

Not  bid  me  taste  the  story  in  its  strength? 

Suppose  my  childhood  was  scarce  qualified 
To  rightly  understand  mythology, 

Silence  at  least  was  in  his  power  to  keep: 

I  might  have — somehow — correspondingly — 

Well,  who  knows  by  what  method,  gained  my  gains, 
Been  taught,  by  forthrights  not  meanderings, 

My  aim  should  be  to  loathe,  like  Peleus’  son, 

A  lie  as  Hell’s  Gate,  love  my  wedded  wife, 

Like  Hector,  and  so  on  with  all  the  rest. 

Could  not  I  have  excogitated  this 
Without  believing  such  men  really  were  ? 

That  is — he  might  have  put  into  my  hand 
The  ‘Ethics’?  In  translation,  if  you  please, 

Exact,  no  pretty  lying  that  improves. 

To  suit  the  modern  taste:  no  more,  no  less — 
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The  “Ethics”:  ’t  is  a  treatise  I  find  hard 
To  read  aright  now  that  my  hair  is  grey, 

And  I  can  manage  the  original. 

At  five  years  old — how  ill  had  fared  its  leaves ! 
Now,  growing  double  o’er  the  Stagirite, 

At  least  I  soil  no  page  with  bread  and  milk, 
Nor  crumple,  dog’s-ear  and  deface — boys’  way. 


REPHAN  1 

How  I  lived,  ere  my  human  life  began 

In  this  world  of  yours, — like  you,  made  man,— 

When  my  home  was  the  Star  of  my  God  Rephan? 

Come  then  around  me,  close  about, 

World-weary  earth-born  ones!  Darkest  doubt 
Or  deepest  despondency  keeps  you  out? 

Nowise!  Before  a  word  I  speak, 

Let  my  circle  embrace  your  worn,  your  weak, 
Brow-furrowed  old  age,  youth’s  hollow  cheek— 

Diseased  in  the  body,  sick  in  soul, 

Pinched  poverty,  satiate  wealth,— your  whole 
Array  of  despairs !  Have  I  read  the  roll  ? 

All  here?  Attend,  perpend !  0  Star 
Of  my  God  Rephan,  what  wonders  are 
In  thy  brilliance  fugitive,  faint  and  far! 

Far  from  me,  native  to  thy  realm, 

Who  shared  its  perfections  which  o’erwhelm 
Mind  to  conceive.  Let  drift  the  helm, 

Let  drive  the  sail,  dare  unconfined 
Embark  for  the  vastitude,  O  Mind, 

Of  an  absolute  bliss!  Leave  earth  behind! 

1  Suggested  by  a  very  early  recollection  of  a  prose  story  by  the  noble 
woman  and  imaginative  writer,  Jane  Taylor,  of  Ongar. 
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Here,  by  extremes,  at  a  mean  you  guess: 

There,  all ’s  at  most — not  more,  not  less: 

Nowhere  deficiency  nor  excess. 

No  want— whatever  should  be,  is  now: 

No  growth — that ’s  change,  and  change  comes — how 
To  royalty  born  with  crown  on  brow? 

Nothing  begins — so  needs  to  end: 

Where  fell  it  short  at  first?  Extend 
Only  the  same,  no  change  can  mend ! 

I  use  your  language :  mine — no  word 

Of  its  wealth  would  help  who  spoke,  who  heard, 

To  a  gleam  of  intelligence.  None  preferred. 

None  felt  distaste  when  better  and  worse 
Were  uncontrastable :  bless  or  curse 
What — in  that  uniform  universe? 

Can  your  world’s  phrase,  your  sense  of  things 
Forth-figure  the  Star  of  my  God?  No  springs, 

No  winters  throughout  its  space.  Time  brings 

No  hope,  no  fear:  as  to-day,  shall  be 
To-morrow:  advance  or  retreat  need  we 
At  our  stand-still  through  eternity? 

All  happy :  needs  must  we  so  have  been, 

Since  who  could  be  otherwise?  All  serene: 

What  dark  was  to  banish,  what  light  to  screen? 

Earth’s  rose  is  a  bud  that ’s  checked  or  grows 
As  beams  may  encourage  or  blasts  oppose : 

Our  lives  leapt  forth,  each  a  full-orbed  rose — - 

Each  rose  sole  rose  in  a  sphere  that  spread 
Above  and  below  and  around — rose-red: 

No  fellowship,  each  for  itself  instead. 

One  better  than  I — would  prove  I  lacked 
Somewhat:  one  worse  were  a  jarring  fact 
Disturbing  my  faultlessly  exact. 
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How  did  it  come  to  pass  there  lurked 
Somehow  a  seed  of  change  that  worked 
Obscure  in  my  heart  till  perfection  irked  ? — 

Till  out  of  its  peace  at  length  grew  strife — 
Hopes,  fears,  loves,  hates, — obscurely  rife, — 
My  life  grown  a-tremble  to  turn  your  life? 

Was  it  Thou,  above  all  lights  that  are, 

Prime  Potency,  did  Thy  hand  unbar 
The  prison-gate  of  Rephan  my  Star? 

In  me  did  such  potency  wake  a  pulse 
Could  trouble  tranquillity  that  lulls 
Not  lashes  inertion  till  throes  convulse 

Soul’s  quietude  into  discontent? 

As  when  the  completed  rose  bursts,  rent 
By  ardours  till  forth  from  its  orb  are  sent 

New  petals  that  mar — unmake  the  disc — 

Spoil  rondure:  what  in  it  ran  brave  risk, 
Changed  apathy’s  calm  to  strife,  bright,  brisk, 

Pushed  simple  to  compound,  sprang  and  spread 
Till,  fresh-formed,  faceted,  floreted, 

The  flower  that  slept  woke  a  star  instead? 

No  mimic  of  Star  Rephan!  How  long 
I  stagnated  there  where  weak  and  strong, 

The  wise  and  the  foolish,  right  and  wrong. 

Are  merged  alike  in  a  neutral  Best, 

Can  I  tell?  No  more  than  at  whose  behest 
The  passion  arose  in  my  passive  breast, 

And  I  yearned  for  no  sameness  but  difference 
In  thing  and  thing,  that  should  shock  my  sense 
With  a  want  of  worth  in  them  all,  and  thence 

Startle  me  up,  by  an  Infinite 
Discovered  above  and  below  me — height 
And  depth  alike  to  attract  my  flight, 
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Repel  my  descent :  by  hate  taught  love. 

Oh,  gain  were  indeed  to  see  above 
Supremacy  ever— to  move,  remove, 

Not  reach — aspire  yet  never  attain 
To  the  object  aimed  at!  Scarce  in  vain, — 

As  each  stage  I  left  nor  touched  again. 

To  suffer,  did  pangs  bring  the  loved  one  bliss, 
Wring  knowledge  from  ignorance, — just  for  this— 
To  add  one  drop  to  a  love- abyss! 

Enough :  for  you  doubt,  you  hope,  0  men. 

You  fear,  you  agonize,  die:  what  then? 

Is  an  end  to  your  life’s  work  out  of  ken? 

Have  you  no  assurance  that,  earth  at  end, 
Wrong  will  prove  right  ?  Who  made  shall  mend 
In  the  higher  sphere  to  which  yearnings  tend  ? 

Why  should  I  speak?  You  divine  the  test. 
When  the  trouble  grew  in  my  pregnant  breast 
A  voice  said  ‘So  wouldst  thou  strive,  not  rest? 

‘  Burn  and  not  smoulder,  win  by  worth, 

Not  rest  content  with  a  wealth  that ’s  dearth! 
Thou  art  past  Rephan,  thy  place  be  Earth!’ 


REVERIE 

I  know  there  shall  dawn  a  day 
— Is  it  here  on  homely  earth? 

Is  it  yonder,  worlds  away, 

Where  the  strange  and  new  have  birth. 
That  Power  comes  full  in  play  ? 

Is  it  here,  with  grass  about, 

Under  befriending  trees, 

When  shy  buds  venture  out, 

And  the  air  by  mild  degrees 
Puts  winter’s  death  past  doubt? 
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Is  it  up  amid  whirl  and  roar 
Of  the  elemental  flame 
Which  star-flecks  heaven’s  dark  floor, 
That,  new  yet  still  the  same, 

Full  in  play  comes  Power  once  more  ? 

Somewhere,  below,  above, 

Shall  a  day  dawn — this  I  know — 

When  Power,  which  vainly  strove 
My  weakness  to  o’erthrow, 

Shall  triumph.  I  breathe,  I  move, 

I  truly  am,  at  last ! 

For  a  veil  is  rent  between 
Me  and  the  truth  which  passed 
Fitful,  half-guessed,  half-seen, 

Grasped  at — not  gained,  held  fast. 

I  for  my  race  and  me 

Shall  apprehend  life’s  law: 

In  the  legend  of  man  shall  see 
Writ  large  what  small  I  saw 
In  my  life’s  tale:  both  agree. 

As  the  record  from  youth  to  age 
Of  my  own,  the  single  soul — 

So  the  world’s  wide  book:  one  page 
Deciphered  explains  the  whole 
Of  our  common  heritage. 

How  but  from  near  to  far 

Should  knowledge  proceed,  increase? 
Try  the  clod  ere  test  the  star! 

Bring  our  inside  strife  to  peace 
Ere  we  wage,  on  the  outside,  war! 


So,  my  annals  thus  begin : 

With  body,  to  life  awoke 
Soul,  the  immortal  twin 

Of  body  which  bore  soul’s  yoke 
Since  mortal  and  not  akin. 
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By  means  of  the  flesh,  grown  fit, 
Mind,  in  surview  of  things, 

Now  soared,  anon  alit 
To  treasure  its  gatherings 
From  the  ranged  expanse- — to  wit, 

Nature, — earth’s,  heaven’s  wide  show 
Which  taught  all  hope,  all  fear: 
Acquainted  with  joy  and  woe, 

I  could  say  ‘  Thus  much  is  clear, 
Doubt  annulled  thus  much:  I  know. 

‘  All  is  effect  of  cause : 

As  it  would,  has  willed  and  done 
Power:  and  my  mind’s  applause 
Goes,  passing  laws  each  one, 

To  Omnipotence,  lord  of  laws.’ 

Head  praises,  but  heart  refrains 
From  loving’s  acknowledgment. 
Whole  losses  outweigh  half-gains : 

Earth’s  good  is  with  evil  blent: 
Good  struggles  but  evil  reigns. 

Yet  since  Earth’s  good  proved  good — 
Incontrovertibly 
Worth  loving — I  understood 
How  evil — did  mind  descry 
Power’s  object  to  end  pursued — 

Were  haply  as  cloud  across 
Good’s  orb,  no  orb  itself: 

Mere  mind — were  it  found  at  loss 
Did  it  play  the  tricksy  elf 
And  from  life’s  gold  purge  the  dross? 


Power  is  known  infinite: 

Good  struggles  to  be — at  best 
Seems — scanned  by  the  human  sight, 
Tried  by  the  senses’  test — 

Good  palpably :  but  with  right 
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Therefore  to  mind’s  award 

Of  loving,  as  power  claims  praise? 
Power — which  finds  nought  too  hard, 
Fulfilling  itself  all  ways 
Unchecked,  unchanged:  while  barred, 

Baffled,  what  good  began 
Ends  evil  on  every  side. 

To  Power  submissive  man 

Breathes  ‘E’en  as  Thou  art,  abide!’ 
While  to  good  ‘  Late-found,  long-sought, 

Would  Power  to  a  plenitude 
But  liberate,  but  enlarge 
Good’s  strait  confine, — renewed 
Were  ever  the  heart’s  discharge 
Of  loving!’  Else  doubts  intrude. 

For  jou  dominate,  stars  all! 

For  a  sense  informs  you — brute, 

Bird,  worm,  fly,  great  and  small, 

Each  with  your  attribute 
Or  low  or  majestical! 

Thou  earth  that  embosomest 
Offspring  of  land  and  sea — 

IIow  thy  hills  first  sank  to  rest, 

How  thy  vales  bred  herb  and  tree 
Which  dizen  thy  mother-breast — 

Do  I  ask?  ‘Be  ignorant 
Ever!’  the  answer  clangs: 

Whereas  if  I  plead  world’s  want, 

Soul’s  sorrows  and  body’s  pangs, 

Play  the  human  applicant, — 

Is  a  remedy  far  to  seek? 

I  question  and  find  response : 

I — all  men,  strong  or  weak, 

Conceive  and  declare  at  once 
For  each  want  its  cure.  ‘Power,  speak! 
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‘Stop  change,  avert  decay, 

Fix  life  fast,  banish  death, 

Eclipse  from  the  star  bid  stay, 

Abridge  of  no  moment’s  breath 
One  creature!  Hence,  Night,  hail,  Day!' 

What  need  to  confess  again 
No  problem  this  to  solve 
By  impotence?  Power,  once  plain 
Proved  Power, — let  on  Power  devolve 
Good’s  right  to  co-equal  reign! 

Past  mind’s  conception — Power! 

Do  I  seek  how  star,  earth,  beast, 

Bird,  worm,  fly,  gained  their  dower 
For  life’s  use,  most  and  least? 

Back  from  the  search  I  cower. 

Do  I  seek  what  heals  all  harm, 

Nay,  hinders  the  harm  at  first, 

Saves  earth?  Speak,  Power,  the  charm! 

Keep  the  life  there  unamerced 
By  chance,  change,  death’s  alarm! 

As  promptly  as  mind  conceives, 

Let  Power  in  its  turn  declare 
Some  law  which  wrong  retrieves, 
Abolishes  everywhere 
What  thwarts,  what  irks,  what  grieves ! 

Never  to  be!  and  yet 

How  easy  it  seems— to  sense 
Like  man’s — if  somehow  met 
Power  with  its  match — immense 
Love,  limitless,  unbeset 


By  hindrance  on  every  side ! 

Conjectured,  nowise  known, 

Such  may  be:  could  man  confide 
Such  would  match — were  Love  but  shown 
Stript  of  the  veils  that  hide — 
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Power’s  self  now  manifest ! 

So  reads  my  record :  thine, 

O  world,  how  runs  it?  Guessed 
Were  the  purport  of  that  prime  line, 
Prophetic  of  all  the  rest ! 


‘In  a  beginning  God 

Made  heaven  and  earth.’  Forth  flashed 
Knowledge:  from  star  to  clod 
Man  knew  things :  doubt  abashed 
Closed  its  long  period. 

Knowledge  obtained  Power  praise. 

Had  Good  been  manifest, 

Broke  out  in  cloudless  blaze, 

Unchequered  as  unrepressed, 

In  all  things  Good  at  best — 

Then  praise — all  praise,  no  blame — 

Had  hailed  the  perfection.  No! 

As  Power’s  display,  the  same 

Be  Good’s — praise  forth  shall  flow 
Unisonous  in  acclaim! 

Even  as  the  world  its  life, 

So  have  I  lived  my  own — 

Power  seen  with  Love  at  strife, 

That  sure,  this  dimly  shown, 

— Good  rare  and  evil  rife. 

Whereof  the  effect  be — faith 
That,  some  far  day,  were  found 
Ripeness  in  things  now  rathe, 

Wrong  righted,  each  chain  unbound, 
Renewal  born  out  of  scathe. 

Why  faith — but  to  lift  the  load, 

To  leaven  the  lump,  where  lies 
Mind  prostrate  through  knowledge  owed 
To  the  loveless  Power  it  tries 
To  withstand,  how  vain !  In  flowed 


REVERIE 


207 


Ever  resistless  fact : 

No  more  than  the  passive  clay 
Disputes  the  potter’s  act, 

Could  the  whelmed  mind  disobey 
Knowledge  the  cataract. 

But,  perfect  in  every  part, 

Has  the  potter’s  moulded  shape, 

Leap  of  man’s  quickened  heart, 

Throe  of  his  thought’s  escape, 

Stings  of  his  soul  which  dart 

Through  the  barrier  of  flesh,  till  keen 
She  climbs  from  the  calm  and  clear, 
Through  turbidity  all  between, 

From  the  known  to  the  unknown  here, 
Heaven’s  ‘Shall  be,’  from  Earth’s  ‘Has  been’? 

Then  life  is — to  wake  not  sleep, 

Rise  and  not  rest,  but  press 
From  earth’s  level  where  blindly  creep 
Things  perfected,  more  or  less, 

To  the  heaven’s  height,  far  and  steep, 

Where,  amid  what  strifes  and  storms 
May  wait  the  adventurous  quest, 

Power  is  Love — transports,  transforms 
Who  aspired  from  worst  to  best, 

Sought  the  soul’s  world,  spurned  the  worms’. 

I  have  faith  such  end  shall  be: 

From  the  first,  Power  was — I  knew. 

Life  has  made  clear  to  me 

That,  strive  but  for  closer  view, 

Love  were  as  plain  to  see. 

When  see?  When  there  dawns  a  day, 

If  not  on  the  homely  earth, 

Then  yonder,  worlds  away, 

Where  the  strange  and  new  have  birth 
And  Power  comes  full  in  play. 
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EPILOGUE 

At  the  midnight  in  the  silence  of  the  sleep-time, 

When  you  set  your  fancies  free, 

Will  they  pass  to  where — by  death,  fools  think,  imprisoned— 
Low  he  lies  who  once  so  loved  you,  whom  you  loved  so, 

— Pity  me  ? 

Oh  to  love  so,  be  so  loved,  yet  so  mistaken ! 

What  had  I  on  earth  to  do 
With  the  slothful,  with  the  mawkish,  the  unmanly? 

Like  the  aimless,  helpless,  hopeless,  did  I  drivel 
— Being — who? 

One  who  never  turned  his  back  but  marched  breast  forward, 
Never  doubted  clouds  would  break, 

Never  dreamed,  though  right  were  worsted,  wrong  would 
triumph, 

Held  we  fall  to  rise,  are  baffled  to  fight  better, 

Sleep  to  wake. 

No,  at  noonday  in  the  bustle  of  man’s  work-time 
Greet  the  unseen  with  a  cheer ! 

Bid  him  forward,  breast  and  back  as  either  should  be, 

'Strive  and  thrive!’  cry  ‘Speed, — fight  on,  fare  ever 
There  as  here !  ’ 
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PACCHIAROTTO 

AND 

HOW  HE  WORKED  IN  DISTEMPER 

PROLOGUE 

I 

0  the  old  wall  here !  How  I  could  pass 
Life  in  a  long  Midsummer  day, 

My  feet  confined  to  a  plot  of  grass, 

My  eyes  from  a  wall  not  once  awray ! 

ii 

And  lush  and  lithe  to  the  creepers  clothe 
Yon  wall  I  watch,  with  a  wealth  of  green: 

Its  bald  red  bricks  draped,  nothing  loth, 

In  lappets  of  tangle  they  laugh  between. 

hi 

Now,  what  is  it  makes  pulsate  the  robe? 

Why  tremble  the  sprays  ?  What  life  o’er-brims 
The  body, — the  house,  no  eye  can  probe, — 
Divined  as,  beneath  a  robe,  the  limbs? 

IV 

And  there  again !  But  my  heart  may  guess 
Who  tripped  behind;  and  she  sang  perhaps: 

So,  the  old  wall  throbbed,  and  its  life’s  excess 
Died  out  and  away  in  the  leafy  wraps. 

v 

Wall  upon  wall  are  between  us:  life 

And  song  should  away  from  heart  to  heart. 

I — prison-bird,  with  a  ruddy  strife 

At  breast,  and  a  lip  whence  storm-notes  start — 

VI 

Hold  on,  hope  hard  in  the  subtle  thing 
That ’s  spirit:  though  cloistered  fast,  soar  free; 
Account  as  wood,  brick,  stone,  this  ring 

Of  the  rueful  neighbours,  and — forth  to  thee! 
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PISGAH-SIGHTS  II 

i 

Could  I  but  live  again, 

Twice  my  life  over, 

Would  I  once  strive  again  ? 

Would  I  not  cover 
Quietly  all  of  it — 

Greed  and  ambition — 

So,  from  the  pall  of  it, 

Pass  to  fruition  ? 

II 

‘Soft!’  I ’d  say, ‘Soul  mine 
Three-score  and  ten  years, 
Let  the  blind  mole  mine 
Digging  out  deniers ! 

Let  the  dazed  hawk  soar, 
Claim  the  sun’s  rights  too ! 
Turf  ’tis  thy  walk’s  o’er, 
Foliage  thy  flight’s  to.’ 

hi 

Only  a  learner, 

Quick  one  or  slow  one, 

Just  a  discerner, 

I  would  teach  no  one. 

I  am  earth’s  native: 

No  rearranging  it! 

I  be  creative, 

Chopping  and  changing  it? 
IV 

March,  men,  my  fellows ! 

Those  who,  above  me, 
(Distance  so  mellows) 

Fancy  you  love  me: 

Those  who,  below  me, 
(Distance  makes  great  so) 
Free  to  forego  me, 

Fancy  you  hate  so ! 


PISGAH-SIGHTS 


2  I  I 


V 

Praising,  reviling, 

Worst  head  and  best  head, 
Past  me  defiling, 

Never  arrested, 

Wanters,  abounders, 

March,  in  gay  mixture, 
Men,  my  surrounders ! 

I  am  the  fixture. 

VI 

So  shall  I  fear  thee, 
Mightiness  yonder ! 
Mock-sun — more  near  thee, 
What  is  to  wonder? 

So  shall  I  love  thee, 

Down  in  the  dark, — lest 
Glowworm  I  prove  thee, 

Star  that  now  sparkiest ! 


FERISHTAH’S  FANCIES 
1884 


PROLOGUE 

Pray,  Reader,  have  you  eaten  ortolans 

Ever  in  Italy?  ( 

Recall  how  cooks  there  cook  them:  for  my  plan  s 
To — Lyre  with  Spit  ally. 

They  pluck  the  birds, — some  dozen  luscious  lumps, 

Or  more  or  fewer, — 

Then  roast  them,  heads  by  heads  and  rumps  by  rumps, 
Stuck  on  a  skewer. 

But  first,— and  here ’s  the  point  I  faint  would  press,— 
Don’t  think  I ’m  tattling!— 

They  interpose,  to  curb  its  lusciousoess, 

—What,  ’twixt  each  fatling  ? 

First  comes  plain  bread,  crisp,  brown,  a  toasted  square: 
Then,  a  strong  sage-leaf: 
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(So  we  find  books  with  flowers  dried  here  and  there 
Lest  leaf  engage  leaf.) 

First,  food — then,  piquancy — and  last  of  all 
Follows  the  thirdling: 

Through  wholesome  hard,  sharp  soft,  your  tooth  must  bite 
Ere  reach  the  birdling. 

Now,  were  there  only  crust  to  crunch,  you ’d  wince: 
Unpalatable ! 

Sage-leaf  is  bitter-pungent — so ’s  a  quince: 

Eat  each  who ’s  able ! 

But  through  all  three  bite  boldly— lo,  the  gust ! 

Flavour — no  fixture — 

Flies,  permeating  flesh  and  leaf  and  crust 
In  fine  admixture. 

So  with  your  meal,  my  poem:  masticate 
Sense,  sight  and  song  there. ! 

Digest  these,  and  I  praise  your  peptics’  state, 

Nothing  found  wrong  there. 

Whence  springs  my  illustration  who  can  tell? 

— The  more  surprising 

That  here  eggs,  milk,  cheese,  fruit  suffice  so  well 
For  gormandizing. 

A  fancy-freak  by  contrast  born  of  thee, 

Delightful  Gressoney! 

Who  laughest  ‘Take  what  is,  trust  what  may  be!’ 

That ’s  Life’s  true  lesson, — eh? 


EPILOGUE 

Oh,  Love — no,  Love !  All  the  noise  below,  Love, 

Groanings  all  and  moanings — none  of  Life  I  lose ! 

All  of  Life’s  a  cry  just  of  weariness  and  woe,  Love — 

‘Hear  at  least,  thou  happy  one!’  How  can  I,  Love,  but 
choose  ? 

Only,  when  I  do  hear,  sudden  circle  round  me 
— Much  as  when  the  moon’s  might  frees  a  space  from 
cloud — 

Iridescent  splendours :  gloom — would  else  confound  me — 
Barriered  off  and  banished  far — bright-edged  the  blackest 
shroud ! 
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Thronging  through  the  cloud-rift,  whose  are  they,  the  faces 
Faint  revealed  yet  sure  divined,  the  famous  ones  of  old? 

‘  What ' — they  smile — ‘  our  names,  our  deeds  so  soon  erases 
Time  upon  his  tablet  where  Life’s  glory  lies  enrolled? 

WVas  it  for  mere  fool’s-play,  make-believe  and  mumming, 

So  we  battled  it  like  men,  not  boylike  sulked  or  whined  ? 
Each  of  us  heard  clang  God’s  ‘Come!’  and  each  was  coming: 
Soldiers  all,  to  forward-face,  not  sneaks  to  lag  behind ! 

'How  of  the  field’s  fortune?  That  concerned  our  Leader! 

Led,  we  struck  our  stroke  nor  cared  for  doings  left  and  right : 
Each  as  on  his  sole  head,  failer  or  succeeder, 

Lay  the  blame  or  lit  the  praise :  no  care  for  cowards :  fight !  ’ 

Then  the  cloud-rift  broadens,  spanning  earth  that ’s  under, 
Wide  our  world  displays  its  worth,  man’s  strife  and  strife’s 
success : 

All  the  good  and  beauty,  wonder  crowning  wonder, 

Till  my  heart  and  soul  applaud  perfection,  nothing  less. 

Only,  at  heart’s  utmost  joy  and  triumph,  terror 
Sudden  turns  the  blood  to  ice:  a  chill  wind  disencharms 
All  the  late  enchantment !  WThat  if  all  be  error — 

If  the  halo  irised  round  my  head  were,  Love,  thine  arms  ? 


ASOLANDO:  Dedication 
To  Mrs  Arthur  Bronson 

To  whom  but  you,  dear  Friend,  should  I  dedicate  verses — 
some  few  written,  all  of  them  supervised,  in  the  comfort  of 
your  presence,  and  with  yet  another  experience  of  the  gracious 
hospitality  now  bestowed  on  me  since  so  many  a  year, — 
adding  a  charm  even  to  my  residences  at  Venice,  and  leaving 
me  little  regret  for  the  surprise  and  delight  at  my  visits  to 
Asolo  in  bygone  days  ? 

I  unite,  you  will  see,  the  disconnected  poems  by  a  title-name 
popularly  ascribed  to  the  inventiveness  of  the  ancient  secre¬ 
tary  of  Queen  Cornaro  whose  palace-tower  still  overlooks  us : 
Asolare — ‘  to  disport  in  the  open  air,  amuse  oneself  at  random.’ 
The  objection  that  such  a  word  nowhere  occurs  in  the  works 
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of  the  Cardinal  is  hardly  important — Bembo  was  too  thorough 
a  purist  to  conserve  in  print  a  term  which  in  talk  he  might 
possibly  toy  with:  but  the  word  is  more  likely  derived  from  a 
Spanish  source.  I  use  it  for  love  of  the  place,  and  in  requital  of 
your  pleasant  assurance  that  an  early  poem  of  mine  first 
attracted  you  thither — where  and  elsewhere,  at  La  Mura  as 
Ca  Alvisi,  may  all  happiness  attend  you ! 

Gratefully  and  affectionately  yours, 

R.  B. 

Asolo:  October  15,  1889. 


HELEN’S  TOWER 

(Written  at  the  request  of  the  Marquis  of  Dufferin  for  inscrip¬ 
tion  in  the  memorial  tower  dedicated  to  his  mother  on  his  estate 
at  Claudeboy,  Northern  Ireland.  Tennyson’s  well  known  poem 
with  the  same  title  was  also  written  at  the  request  of  the  marquis 
for  the  same  purpose.  Browning  did  not  include  his  poem,  which 
is  dated  26  April,  1870,  in  any  edition  of  his  works.) 

Who  hears  of  Helen’s  Tower,  may  dream  perchance 
How  the  Greek  beauty  from  the  Scaean  gate 
Gazed  on  old  friends  unanimous  in  hate, 

Death-doom’d  because  of  her  fair  countenance. 

Hearts  would  leap  otherwise  at  thy  advance, 

Lady,  to  whom  this  tower  is  consecrate ! 

Like  hers,  thy  face  once  made  all  eyes  elate, 

Yet,  unlike  hers,  was  bless’d  by  every  glance. 

The  Tower  of  Hate  is  outworn,  far  and  strange: 

A  transitory  shame  of  long  ago, 

It  dies  into  the  sand  from  which  it  sprang; 

But  thine,  Love’s  rock-built  Tower,  shalt  fear  no  change ; 
God’s  self  laid  stable  earth’s  foundations  so, 

When  all  the  morning  stars  together  sang. 
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A  simple  ring  with  a  single  stone  . 

About  that  strangest,  saddest,  sweetest  song 
Ah,  did  you  once  see  Shelley  plain, 

Ah,  Love,  but  a  day  . 

All  I  believed  is  true!  . 

All  I  can  say  is — I  saw  it !  . 

All  June  I  bound  the  rose  in  sheaves 
All  that  I  know  .... 

All  the  breath  and  the  bloom  of  the  year  in  the  bag  of 
one  bee :  ...... 

All ’s  over,  then — does  truth  sound  bitter 
Among  these  latter  busts  we  count  by  scores. 

And  so  you  found  that  poor  room  dull. 

As  I  ride,  as  I  ride,  ..... 

‘  As  like  as  a  Hand  to  another  Hand !  ’  . 

At  the  midnight  in  the  silence  of  the  sleep-time. 

Ay — do — push,  friends,  and  then  you  'll  push  down  me. 

Beautiful  Evelyn  Hope  is  dead!  .... 
Boot,  saddle,  to  horse,  and  away! 

But  do  not  let  us  quarrel  any  more. 

But  give  them  me,  the  eyes,  the  mouth,  the  brow ! 

Christ  God,  who  savest  men,  save  most. 

Cleon  the  poet,  (from  the  sprinkled  isles, 

Come  close  to  me,  dear  friends;  still  closer;  thus! 

Could  I  but  live  again,  ..... 

Dared  and  done:  at  last  I  stand  upon  the  summit. 
Dear  and  True!  ...... 

Day!  ........ 

Dear,  had  the  world  in  its  caprice 

Dear  and  great  Angel,  wouldst  thou  only  leave 

Do  you  see  this  Ring  ? 

’Tis  Rome-work,  made  to  match 
Escape  me?  ....... 

Eyes,  calm  beside  thee,  (Lady,  could’st  thou  know!) 

Fear  death  ? — to  feel  the  fog  in  my  throat. 

Fee,  faw,  fum!  bubble  and  squeak! 

First  I  salute  this  soil  of  the  blessed,  river  and  rock! 
Fortu,  Forth,  my  beloved  one,  .... 

Gone  now!  All  gone  across  the  dark  so  far. 

Good,  to  forgive;  ...... 
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Grand  rough  old  Martin  Luther  . 

• 

• 

II 

43° 

Grow  old  along  with  me ! 

• 

• 

II 

481 

Gr-r-r — there  go,  my  heart’s  abhorrence  1 

• 

• 

II 

XI 

Had  I  but  plenty  of  money,  money  enough  and  to 
spare,  ........ 

II 

256 

Hamelin  Town’s  in  Brunswick, 

II 

35 

He  was  the  man — Pope  Sixtus,  that  Fifth, 
swineherd’s  son 

that 

V 

189 

‘  Heigho,’  yawned  one  day  King  Francis, 

II 

104 

Here  was  I  with  my  arm  and  heart 

II 

474 

Here 's  my  case.  Of  old  I  used  to  love  him 

V 

99 

Here ’s  the  garden  she  walked  across, 

II 

65 

High  in  the  dome,  suspended,  of  Hell,  sad  triu 
behold  us! 

mph, 

V 

168 

Hist,  but  a  word,  fair  and  soft! 

II 

323 

How  I  lived,  ere  my  human  life  began  . 

V 

198 

How  very  hard  it  is  to  be 

II 

220 

How  well  I  know  what  I  mean  to  do 

II 

272 

I  am  a  Goddess  of  the  ambrosial  courts, 

II 

19 

I  am  poor  brother  Lippo,  by  your  leave ! 

II 

260 

I  could  have  painted  pictures  like  that  youth’s 

II 

45 

I  dream  of  a  red-rose  tree.  . 

II 

4J4 

I  know  a  Mount,  the  gracious  Sun  perceives 

II 

28 

1  know  there  shall  dawn  a  day 

V 

201 

1  leaned  on  the  turf,  .... 

II 

455 

I — 'Next  Poet?’  No,  my  hearties, 

V 

88 

I  only  knew  one  poet  in  my  life: 

II 

316 

I  said — Then,  dearest,  since  'tis  so. 

II 

319 

I  say,  if  he  be  here.  .  .  . 

And  he  is  here ! 

I 

135 

I  send  my  heart  up  to  thee,  all  my  heart 

II 

13 

1  sprang  to  the  stirrup,  and  Joris,  and  he; 

II 

43 

I  will  be  happy  if  but  for  once : 

V 

182 

I  will  be  quiet  and  talk  with  you, . 

II 

454 

I  wish  that  when  you  died  last  May, 

II 

511 

I  wonder  do  you  feel  today  . 

II 

436 

If  one  could  have  that  little  head  of  hers 

II 

5i5 

Is  all  our  fire  of  shipwreck  wood,  . 

II 

452 

It  happened  thus:  my  slab,  though  new, 

V 

1 86 

It  is  a  lie — their  Priests,  their  Pope, 

II 

69 

It  once  might  have  been,  once  only: 

II 

513 

It  seems  as  if  ...  or  did  the  actual  chance 

V 

174 

It  was  roses,  roses,  all  the  way, 

II 

322 

I  've  a  Friend,  over  the  sea; 

II 

103 
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June  was  not  over,  ...... 

Just  for  a  handful  of  silver  he  left  us,  . 

Karshish,  the  picker-up  of  learning’s  crumbs, 

Kentish  Sir  Byng  stood  for  his  King, 

King  Charles,  and  who  ’ll  do  him  right  now  ? 

Last  night  I  saw  you  in  my  sleep: 

Let  them  fight  it  out,  friend !  tilings  have  gone  too  far 
Let  us  begin  and  carry  up  this  corpse,  . 

Let ’s  contend  no  more,  Love,  .... 

May  I  print,  Shelley,  how  it  came  to  pass 
Morning,  evening,  noon,  and  night, 

My  Father  was  a  scholar  and  knew  Greek. 

My  first  thought  was,  he  lied  in  every  word. 

My  heart  sunk  with  our  Claret-flask, 

My  love,  this  is  the  bitterest,  that  thou 

Nay  but  you,  who  do  not  love  her. 

Never  any  more  ...... 

Never  the  time  and  the  place  .... 

No,  for  I  ’ll  save  it!  Seven  years  since. 

No  more  wine  ?  Then  we  ’ll  push  back  chairs  and  talk. 
No  protesting,  dearest!  ..... 

Nobly,  nobly  Cape  St  Vincent  to  the  north-west  died 
away;  ........ 

Now,  don’t,  sir!  Don’t  expose  me !  Just  this  once ! 
Now. 

Not  now. 

Give  me  them  again,  those  hands — 
Now  that  I,  tying  thy  glass  mask  tightly, 

O  the  old  wall  here!  How  I  could  pass 
O  trip  and  skip,  Elvire !  Link  arm  in  arm  with  me ! 

O  worthy  of  belief  I  hold  it  was,  .... 

Of  the  million  or  two,  more  or  less. 

Oh,  Galuppi,  Baldassaro,  this  is  very  sad  to  find !  . 
Oh,  good  gigantic  smile  o’  the  brown  old  earth. 

Oh,  Love — no.  Love !  All  the  noise  below,  Love,  . 
Oh,  the  beautiful  girl,  too  white,  .... 
Oh,  to  be  in  England  ..... 

Oh,  what  a  dawn  of  day!  ..... 
On  the  first  of  the  Feast  of  Feasts, 

On  the  sea  and  at  the  Hogue,  sixteen  hundred  ninety- 

two,  ........ 
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Only  the  prism’s  obstruction  shows  aright 
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Others  may  need  new  life  in  Heaven — - 

V 

184 

Out  of  the  little  chapel  I  burst 
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Out  of  your  whole  life  give  but  a  moment! 
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Over  the  ball  of  it. 
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Pauline,  mine  own,  bend  o’er  me — thy  soft  breast 

I 

3 

Plague  take  all  your  pedants,  say  I ! 

II 

66 

Pray,  Reader,  have  you  eaten  ortolans  . 

• 

V 
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Query:  was  ever  a  quainter 

• 
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72 

Room  after  room,  ..... 
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Round  the  cape  of  a  sudden  came  the  sea, 

II 

98 

Said  Abner,  ‘  At  last  thou  art  come ! 

Said  Abner,  ‘At  last  thou  art  come!  Ere  I  tell,  ere 

II 

98 

thou  speak,  ...... 
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Savage  I  was  sitting  in  my  house,  late,  lone : 

V 
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See,  as  the  prettiest  graves  will  do  in  time, 
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Shall  I  sonnet-sing  you  about  myself?  . 

V 
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She  should  never  have  looked  at  me. 
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So,  friend,  your  shop  was  all  your  house! 
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So,  I  shall  see  her  in  three  days 
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So,  the  three  Court-ladies  began  . 
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So,  the  year’s  done  with ! 
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So  far  as  our  story  approaches  the  end, 
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'  So  say  the  foolish !  ’  Say  the  foolish  so.  Love  ? 
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Some  people  hang  portraits  up 
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Still  you  stand,  still  you  listen,  still  you  smile! 
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Stop,  let  me  have  the  truth  of  that! 
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Stop  playing,  poet !  may  a  brother  speak  ? 
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Supposed  of  Pamphylax  the  Antiochene : 
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Take  the  cloak  from  his  face,  and  at  first  . 
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That  fawn-skin-dappled  hair  of  hers. 
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That  second  time  they  hunted  me 

• 
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That  this  should  be  her  birthday;  and  the  day 

• 
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That  was  I,  you  heard  last  night, 

• 
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That 's  my  last  Duchess  painted  on  the  wall. 
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The  fancy  I  had  to-day,  .... 

• 
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The  grey  sea  and  the  long  black  land;  . 

• 
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97 

The  Lord,  we  look  to  once  for  all, 

• 

II 
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The  moon  is  carried  off  in  purple  fire :  . 

I 

440 
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The  morn  when  first  it  thunders  in  March,  .  .  II  363 
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